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TO OUR READERS. 



With this number begins the second year's issue of the 
Tertiary. For the past twelve months there was scarce a. 
day passed by without bringing some word of encouragement 
to those who have charge of it. "We trust. that the coming 
year will bring as much encouragement, as much help, and 
more, and we promise that the quality of the fare provided 
shall improve in exact measure with the encouragement 
received. 

We recommend the Tertiary to the Members of the 
Third Order, for it was for them principally its publication 
was begun. If each member of all the many and numerous 
congregations which at present subscribe would but interest 
himself or herself in gaining a new subscriber or two from 
time to time, the present circulation would soon double and 
treble itself. It does not matter that your new subscriber is 
not a member of the Third Order. Though intended 
principally for them it is meant also to be of instruction and 
edification to Catholics at large. 

We, therefore, respectfully offer the Tertiary to the 
notice of the Very Rev. and Rev. Clergy, and of religious 
communities, trusting that it may be of assistance to them 
in their toil for souls. 
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We propose to carry out still more regularly next year 
the programme with which we started. Each month there 
will be a short life of a saint as patron, a Conference on the 
Third Order or other religious subject, an historical sketch, 
items from the missions, &c. Poetry and light prose shall 
not be wanting, and everything shall be done to make the 
paper interesting as well as useful. 

It is scarcely necessary to say that there is no profit 
sought or desired, and that every penny gained goes to 
improving the Tertiary, and to that alone. Our readers, 
however, will kindly remember that nothing in the world 
can go on without support, and that the prompt payment of 
their subscriptions will be very grateful assistance. Though 
we desire to see the paper improve in size and quality, the 
price will not be raised, no matter what other changes may 
be effected. It will thus be within the reach of everyone, 
no matter how restricted in means. 



PATRON OF THE MONTH. 



Blessed John of Prado. Martyr of the First Order, 
(1560-1631). 

Blessed John was born at Morgroveso, in Leon. His father, 
Sancho de Prado, was a man of noble rank. The early years 
of Blessed John's life were spent in close study at Salamanca. 
He was not slow in manifesting a profound distaste for the 
world, and in the flower of his youth he bade adieu to all 
things perishable, and embraced the religious life among the 
Franciscans of the Province of St, Gabriel. Soon he was 
singled out from among the mpst fervent as a devoted 
follower of the Seraphic Father in mortification, humility, 
and prayer. God had dowered him with all gifts necessary 
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for the ministry of the "Word, and the only desire of the 
holy religious was. that the day should come when it would 
be allowed him to carry the torch of the Gospel into the 
dark recesses of paganism. The master of novices, whe 
had been divinely instructed, informed him that he should 
have to wait many years for the privilege, as before accepting 
the sacrifice of his blood, God demanded of him an offering 
not so public, but one not less meritorious. Father John 
prepared for his martyrdom by fresh mortifications, and 
heaven came to his aid by allowing him to be the mark of 
infamous calumniations. " I am not ashamed/' he said, one 
day, when his superiors, deceived by lying reports, treated 
him as if he were guilty. " Since God wishes me to suffer 
these things, His will be done ! *' From God alone he expected 
his justification, and he never complained of men. The 
truth was eventually manifested and his innocence proved. 

Such acts of virtue drew on him the admiration of hia 
brethren, who unanimously chose him to be their Provincial. 
To lead his companions by example and exhortation to the 
exact observance of their Rule was his supreme desire. He 
went barefoot always, took but short rest, and that on a 
rough plank, drank nothing but water, fasted continually, 
and spent hours in prayer. No wonder that he received 
favours from God in recompense of the victory which hia 
soul's generous efforts had obtained over the body. 

During his many and laborious occupations he never 
forgot that which had been the first object of his desires. 
The thought that so many are eternally lost for want of 
knowing the truth sat heavily on his heart, and his eye& 
were ever turned towards the distant nations lying in dark- 
ness and the shadow of death. At last the wished-for day 
came, and furnished with all the necessary 'permissions, 
Father John prepared to set out for Guadaloupe. 

God, however, had other designs on him. ItVas Morocce 
that the fervent missioner was to water with his blood. The 
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voyage to America was put off, and Father John was con- 
demned to wait another year, it being known that the pest 
was wreaking frightful havoc on the other side of the Straits 
of Gibraltar. Soon the few religious who had been sustain- 
ing the courage of the enslaved Christians were carried off 
by the plague. At this sad news the kind heart of Father 
John was torn with pity, and he asked as a favour to be 
-allowed to risk his life in bringing the last consolations of 
religion to his dying brethren. Urban VIII. appointed him 
-apostolic missionary, and allowed him four religious as com- 
panions. Many difficulties came in the way, and when all 
had been removed, when Blessed John had embarked, and 
when he was actually in sight of Morocco, suddenly a tempest 
drove them in the direction of Spain. To complgte their 
misery, two pirate ships which had given them chase were 
nearing them, and claiming them as their prize. At the 
instance of the missioner all on board invoked the Blessed 
Virgin and St. Anthony of Padua. Scarcely had they com- 
menced to pray when the rigging of the main as well as of 
the foremast of the pirate gave way, and a favourable breeze 
springing up they arrived safely in Cadiz, freed from slavery 
and the terrors of the deep. They had reason to chant : 
Cedunt mare, vincula. 

This mishap had no discouraging effect upon Father 
John ; six days after he set sail once more, and at length 
reached Africa, and landed at the little town of Hazagan, 
which was in the hands of the Spanish. It would take a 
long time to go through a recital of all the difficulties and 
delays he had to encounter before obtaining his desire. At 
last he found himself in the town of Morocco, consoling and 
encouraging the poor Christian captives, who had for a long 
time been deprived of the comforts of religion. In a few 
days, however, he was told that he should leave the country 
immediately. The news only inflamed afresh his zeal, and 
a£ hm fannin g words the wavering grew firm, many apostates 
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-deplored their fall and returned to the fold, and all, fortified 
with the Bread of tl^e Strong, cried out that they would 
rather suffer the most atrocious tortures than give up the 
faith. 

The Moorish king, hearing of the change in those whom he 
hoped to see apostatize, became furious, and ordered Fathers 
John and Matthew, and Brother Gisenius, who accompanied 
them, to be put in chains. 

Oast into a villainous dungeon, the Friars, worthy descend- 
ants of the first martyrs of the Order, who had also reddened 
with their blood the ungrateful soil of Morocco, commenced 
the Te Deum. " It is now, Lord ! " cried Father John, 
kissing the chains with which he was loaded, il it is 90 w 
indeed I know how much you love me. How dear to me is 
this gift of Thy hand ! " There are not many who would 
consider such affliction a proof of God's love. 

Soon after the prisoners were condemned to pound salt- 
petre in a great mortar. The holy men set gaily to work, 
but their energy and good will were not sufficient to relieve 
thfem from the brutal' treatment of their warders, who had 
been directed to break down their patience if possible. 

One day the tyrant wished to enjoy looking on at their 
sufferings — " How goes the work P " he jeeringly asked. 
4< Well," answered Father John, " for such is God's pleasure." 
" How do you know it is God's pleasure ? " " All power," 
answered the martyr, " is of God, and all princes, Moorish 
as ivell as Christian, derive tibeir authority from heaven. I 
am your prisoner, and you bid me work. It is God Himself, 
therefore, I obey." 

To read the account of the cruelties inflicted by the 
Mahomedans on these faithful disciples of Christ would 
make one fancy that the early persecutions of the Church 
had been renewed. After having passed many days without 
receiving the least nourishment, they were brought before 
the judges. On this occasion it would appear that they were 
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remanded. On a certain day they were sent for by the king- 
himself. The bold answers of Blessed John excited the fury 
of the tyrant. He ordered him to be scourged on two differ- 
ent occasions. But while the blood flowed from every part 
of his body, and while the flesh was actually torn from his 
bones, the martyr was absorbed in giving thanks to God, 
and in encouraging his companions. " Now,'* he said, " we 
are put to the proof, let us bear bravely the trials of a life 
which passes away like smoke." The other two religious 
were treated in the same barbarous fashion. 

On their return to their prison cell, Father John announced 
to his companions his approaching triumph, and their deli- 
verance. In fact, at that moment there came a messenger 
to lead him to the palace of the king, who, put to shame by 
the constancy he had shown, had sworn that he should not 
live another day. But first he tried to gain over the martyr 
with Specious promises. " What are your riches and honours 
tome?" was the reply. " I have served my crucified Master 
for more than sixty years. Shall 1^ renounce Him at the 
very moment when He is to be my Lord for ever P As for 
your Mahomet, he can but lead those who follow him to hell." 
It was more than enough to unmask the seducer. No longer 
able to contain himself, he struck a violent blow with his 
scimitar on the head of Father John, and followed up the 
first assault by piercing the saint's body with arrows. 

Immediately, God showed how pleasing to Him were the 
struggles of His servant. A bright light encircled the 
martyr, and struck the bystanders with consternation. The 
tyrant would not allow himself to be convinced, and hastened 
the death of one whose constancy he could not conquer. The 
apostate Christians looking on were willing instruments of 
his rage. They flung themselves upon the prisoner, and in 
a short time it seemed that life was extinct. But, strange to 
say, after all his previous tortures, Blessed John still lived. 
Even when cast into an enormous fire he continued to expose 
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the falseness of the Koran. At last he sank under a heap of 
stones which the renegades had hurled upon him, and diejl. 
He was in his sixty-ninth year. Pope Benedict XIII. 
placed him on the roll of those who had been martyred for, 
the faith. 



AN INCIDENT OF THE MISSIONS IN WALES. 



It has often been a matter of surprise to those interested in 
the work of the Missions in Wales that so few Welsh people 
are converted to the faith ; a conversion amongst them is a 
rare occurrence, so much so, that we are accustomed to say, 
" It requires more than a miracle to convert a Welshman." 
There are, however, here and there, some notable exceptions, 
and a Welshman once thoroughly convinced and converted, 
is a treasure of faith and firmness. 

For several years after Father Elzeaj's arrival in Ponty- 
pool, an elderly woman, of rather uncouth appearance, with 
dark, tanned face and hard features, used to come in an im- 
pulsive, desultory way, and at all sorts of odd times, to the 
church, and entreat to have her confession heard, and be 
allowed to have Holy Communion, without a moment's delay, 
as if it TRtere a matter of life and death. She accounted for 
her appearance at specially inconvenient times by explaining 
to the Fathers that her husband was a Welshman, and so 
contrary, " that she could only get to church by stealth when 
he was out of the way." Once she appeared at six o'clock 
in the evening, having fasted all day, waiting for an oppor- 
tunity to get out, and could hardly be persuaded to go away 
without having her desire gratified. The poor creature, when 
in church, used to pray with a fervour that reminded one of 
the words of our Lord : " The Kingdom of Heaven suffereth 
violence and the violent bear it away." It seemed as if her 
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dark face were transformed into a power that must obtain an 
gnawer and would not be denied. Her prayers were for her 
husband's conversion, as unlikely an event as could possibly 
happen. He was sixty years of age, too old to take in an 
entirely new world of ideas, and so utterly opposed that he 
could scarcely bear the name of Catholic. It chanced, how- 
ever, to the woman's great astonishment, that he offered on 
Christmas-day to go with her to the High Mass. She accom- 
panied him trembling, but with a lurking joy in her heart, 
as she said, for she felt it could only be an inspiration from 
above which prompted him to this unexpected step. After 
Mass, there followed Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament. 
The husband, whose name was William Jones, a tall, stout, 
fine man, with flowing white beard, and remarkably intelli- 
gent face, with a grave, earnest expression, sat through the 
service immovable, his eyes fixed on the altar and priest, 
while his wife knelt in an agony of prayer by his side. The 
service over, they went home in silence, and for some days 
not a word passed between them on the subject ; the man 
sat mending umbrellas (for that was his trade), grave and 
thoughtful, ^whilst the woman went about her household 
duties, secretly watching him, but, as she said, her heart was 
secretly praying all the time. One afternoon, a few day* 
after this Christmas- day, Father Elzear chanced to pass their 
house, and to the old lady's astonishment, her husband went 
to the door and called after him, entreating him to enter. He, 
of course, complied ; the poor man closed the door, gave him 
a chair, and then somewhat shyly said : 

" Oh, sir, will you be so kind as to explain something 
that happened when I was in your church on Christmas- 
day?" 

"Certainly, and with great pleasure," replied the Father. 

" Well, sir, you took a shining thing out of that little 
cupboard on the altar, and lifted it high up, and put it 
where all the folk could see it, and when I looked up at 
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it I saw the figure of a beautiful little boy in tbe middle 
of it. It was the most beautiful little man I ever saw, 
and Td like to know how you made that representation." 

Father Elzear was much struck ; he saw that the man 
was deeply in earnest, and felt that our Blessed Lord 
must have appeared to him as the Monstrance was raised 
-on the throne for Benediction, so he took down from the 
shelf the well-worn Bible, and read in the Protestant 
version as it stood there,, the sixth chapter of St. John's 
Gospel, explaining as he went on, about the gift of the 
Bread of life, and how our Lord's promise of it was 
fulfilled in the Blessed Sacrament. Jones listened with 
folded hands and with tears flowing down his cheeks. Here 
was what hehadsoughtfor so long, and tried onesect after the 
other in the vain hope that they could give it to him. There 
was no hesitation, no questioning, no difficulty in his full, free 
acceptance of the truth. The light of faith shone clear into his 
soul without a cloud to interrupt it. He begged at once to 
be instructed and received into the Church. Day after day he 
came, catechism in hand, and eagerly, with the simplicity of 
•a child, drank in those holy, beautiful thoughts ; he was bap- 
tized on the feast of St. Patrick, a, little more than two 
months after his wonderful vision. His desire of receiving 
Holy Communion was almost overbalanced by his dread of 
receiving his Lord unworthily, and when the morning came 
that this great privilege was to be his, he approached the 
altar with trembling lips, his face bathed in tears of repent- 
ance and joy. It so chanced that, the same morning, a little 
ohild of ten years old made his first Communion at the same 
Mass, and they knelt side by side, the grey-haired man, so 
Jar .advanced on life's journey, and the little child just 
^entering it, and it was hard to say which of the two had the 
most childlike heart, for if ever there was one of whom it 
might be said, " Of such is the kingdom of Heaven," it was 
Jhis convert. He lived about seven years after this the life 
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of a saint, and his death was such that everyone witnessing- 
it might say, " May my last end be like his." 

One pain and regret troubled his soul — that he had not 
known the truth sooner, and so had a longer time served his 
Lord instead of wandering outside the fold for so many years. 
One day Father Elzear told him the parable of the labourers 
in the vineyard— how that some were called early in the morn- 
ing, others not till evening, but that all received the same re- 
ward ; whereupon he raised himself up, saying eagerly — "Give 
me my Crucifix ; give me my Crucifix ! " And in rapture of 
devotion he kissed it again and again, repeating : " Even at 
the eleventh hour; even at the eleventh hour." 

The wife, who had been so unwearied in her prayers for 
her husband's conversion, now that they were so fully 
answered, seemed scarcely able to understand the height of 
spirituality to which he had reached, and fancied the devil 
most be puffing him up with pride ; and, therefore, all through 
his last sufferings, when everyone else was edified by his 
extreme patience and humility, she thought it her duty per- 
petually to warn him, and with ominous shaking of her head, 
reiterated again and again : " William, beware of pride." 

This he answered only by a look of the greatest meekness 
and sweetness. Father Elzear was with him when he died. 
He had received the Holy Viaticum and the last Absolutions. 
The prayers for the dying had been said, and he lay quite 
calm and still, except for his laboured breathing, which 
grew fainter and fainter, until those around him fancied it 
had eeased, when suddenly he raised himself up, his face 
kindling and his eyes glowing, and exclaimed — " Oh, that 
beautiful light, that beautiful light ! " sank back and ex- 
pired. 



For Catholic Tales, apply for Catalogue (post free) to 
B. Washboukne, 18 Paternoster Row, London. [Advt.] 
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THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 



For some time back there has been no prominent mention 
made of the Third Order in these pages. We now do all in 
our power to make good the want. From this month for- 
ward our readers will rind the history, nature, and advan- 
tages of the Third Order laid in detail before them. May 
these articles, if wanting in literary polish, be at least of 
practical utility, f he means oj£ encouraging in the exact ob- 
servance of the Rule those who are already members, and 
of bringing many to the more zealous service of God in the 
Order of Penance. First of all, a few words about the extra- 
ordinary man who founded this celebrated Order. 
St. Francis of Assisi. 

The twelfth century was verging to a close when this 
great Saint enlered upon his mortal career. He was raised 
up by Divine Providence to be a rampart against the num- 
berless enemies who were waging relentless w^r against the 
Church of God. 

Heresy had invaded the fairest of the Christian provinces. 
The Albigenses held the south of France, and spread terror 
and destruction far and near. Italy was writhing in the 
anguish of intestine war. EacB town and village was split 
into conflicting factions, who were the cause of daily blood- 
shed. The very idea of authority was obsolete, and disorder 
and anarchy reigned supreme. 

In the midst of such public excesses faith grew cold in 
the hearts of the people, the sacraments were no longer fre- 
quented, loud-voiced vice triumphed. The greater part of 
the princes and rulers of the people, and notably the German 
Emperors, stained with every crime and wickedness, en- 
couraged by their example the deadly strife of the -Spirit of 
Evil against the Church. The Popes, overcome with grief, 
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were making every effort to cope with the enemy, when it 
pleased God to choose two men to be the instruments of a 
marvellous reaction in Christian society. These two were 
St. Dominic and St. Francis. At their preaching two new 
armies took up the cause of the Church, and soon, by the 
power of their words and by the example of their penitential 
life, faith was by degrees awakened, heresy overcome, and 
the Church once more triumphant. 

Thus was realized the prophetic vision of Innocent III:, 
in which he saw the two patriarchs supporting the walls <5f 
the Vatican Church, which were tottering under the assaults 
of heresy and vice.* 

Assisi, in Umbria, was the birth-place of St. Francis. His 
birth was accompanied by many miraculous circumstances. 
Like his Divine Master, he was born in a stable, and his eyes' 
first glance fell upon the beloved poverty of which, later on, 
he became, according to the expression of Bossuet, the infa- 
tuated admirer. 

At the time of his baptism, an unknown pilgrim asked to 
be given the office of god-father, and disappeared imme- 
diately after the ceremony, leaving the mark of his knee in 
the marble step of the font. 

At an early age he was entrusted to the priests of the 
church of St. George, from whom he received his elementary 
training. He gave even then evidence of a cheerful and happy 
disposition. His sentiments were noble, his mind ardent 
and generous, his courage remarkable, his judgment clear. 
He was most unselfish, and gave with an unsparing hand. 
The sight of the poor made such an impression on him that 
from an early date he had resolved never to refuse what was 
asked of him for God's sake. 



* There'are three prayers said in the Mass at which the pope is crowned. 
The first is said in honour of the Holy Ghost, the second in honour of the - 
Blessed Virgin, and the third in honour of St. Francis, to beseech the great • 
Patriarch to continue his mission of supporting and aiding the Church. 
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Eager to domineer over this soul of predilection, the 
Spirit of Evil tried every ruse. His only success was that 
Francis for awhile .gave himself to amusements and the gay 
world. He was fond of merry parties, and his mind ran 
much on thoughts of glory and greatness. God, however,, 
did not allow his soul to become a prey to vice. 

His rare endowments had gained for him the esteem and 
admiration of the town's people. He became recognised a& 
leader of the young men of the town. But he was to be 
advanced to greater preferment. It was God's will to change 
the thoughts of this generous soul, and in him, give the 
world a mighty example of the folly and wisdom of the 
Cross. 

Francis had been for some time under the first promptings 
of grace, when hearing Mass one day in the little chapel of 
St. Mary of the Angels, he was struck with the words of the 
Gospel: "Take with you neither gold nor silver." The 
words came to him like a revelation of the beauty of poverty.. 
" This is what I seek," he said ; " this is what my heart 
desires." Burning with a holy zeal for evangelical perfection, 
he gave his coat to a beggarman and put on instead a rough 
covering of sackcloth, which he bound round his waist with 
a rope. From that moment he commenced to preach penance, 
joining almost constant prayer to the greatest austerities, 
and begging his bread from door to door. 

On that day was founded the Order of Friars Minor, or 
Franciscans, as they were called, after their institutor's name. 
On that day Francis raised aloft the standard of holy Poverty, 
round which thousands were soon to be gathered. 

St. Francis was twenty-five at the time of this great 
change. The news was soon abroad in the town. In the 
eyes of the world his conduct was senseless folly, and he 
was not long left in ignorance of what people thought of it. 
He was hooted dnd jeered in the streets where he was. 
formerly held in respect and honour, and his father disowned 
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him. All these trials were sweet to the patient soul of the Saint. 
The more despised he was by the world, the more did God 
fill his heart with tha»happiness of heaven. In his fervent 
prayers our Lord deigned often to appear to him, and some- 
times as He looked in His agony. His soul was pierced 
through with compassion at the sight, which so affected him 
that he could not think of the Passion without weeping 
bitterly. As the fire of charity grew in him so did love of 
poverty. No man ever sighed more for humiliation and 
pain ; no man ever lived in such strict poverty, and loved it 
as much. It is not strange that evangelical poverty should 
become the foundation and distinguishing characteristic of 
the Order which he instituted. 

(To be continued.) 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 

(Continued from p. 380.) 



CHAPTER II. 

Seven years have gone by. The parish priest, now a white- 
haired old man, was sitting near the garden gate in an 
attitude of nervous expectancy, watching the dusty village 
road where a dust cloud arose in the distance. "He's coming; 
Dorothy — he's coming !" he called into the house, whose door 
was ornamented with a large green festoon, while all along 
the front went a garland of flowers most artistically arranged 
with an evident view to colour and effect. An oldish little 
lady, whose features bore an unmistakable resemblance to 
those of the pastor, hurried out. 

" Do you see the carriage, Dorothy P Look I he is waving 
his hat already." 
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" Yes, it is Felix, indeed ! Nero, Felix is coming. Down, 
sir ! Look, John, the dog knows what I mean ; look at him 
wagging his tail and cocking up his ears ! " 

" Yes, everything is glad like ourselves to have him back 
again. We missed the boy sorely, he has wound himself so 
round our hearts." 

" What a blessing the child has been ! " chimed in his 
sister, " always so steady and hardworking ; and when we 
got the telegram telling of the brilliant examination ho 



" Where is Aloysia ? " interrupted the pastor, evidently 
to hide how deeply moved he was. 

" She came for a moment, bringing that lovely garland 
and a, splendid bunch of white lilies; she will come bad&only 
when the first greetings are over — dear, thoughtful child that 
she is." 

Meantime the carriage had arrived in the village street. 
Scarcely had it reached the first house when a shower of nose- 
gays fell at the occupant's feet, and smiling faces greeted 
him at every window and door. Every one knew that the 
priest's Felix had passed an unusually successful examination, 
and was come home for a short holiday before entering the 
ecclesiastical seminary. For, of course, he was to be a priest \ 
that was a settled thing with every inhabitant of the village. 
It was true that the mother of the innkeeper's wife, who en- 
joyed the reputation of being something of a prophetess, had 
said: "Felix has eyes too dark and restless for a priest'a 
look/ 1 but the prophecy found no belief— it was an under- 
stood thing in the village that Felix should be a priest — hadn't 
the father said it, and did the father ever go wrong ? Not a 
villager but would have taken his oath on it on the gospels. 

The carriage stopped before the presbytery, and in a 
second Felix was in his uncle's arms, whence he passed into- 
those of aunt Dora, who was fairly crying with joy. How 
tall and strong he had grown — much stronger than his uncle. 
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Aunt Dora held him for a minute at arms 9 length, looking 
steadfastly into the dark, clear, shining eyes, and then said 
with a sigh of relief : — " Thank God, he has come back un- 
sullied by the world." 

All three then repaired to the parlour, which was decorated 
with flowers ; dinner was ready, in which all the favourite 
dishes of Felix found place. Nor was Martin, the priest's 
servant-man, who, though dumb, had served him for many 
years, forgotten. Aunt Dora herself had slipped out with a 
glass of wine and an enormous hunch of cake to him, because 
he had driven " the young master " home from the station. 

Like a tall, shapely fir-tree the young man stood between 
those two beings to whom he was all in all on earth ; the 
dinner stood untouched on the table ; no one thought of eat- 
ing. Felix was speaking with his peculiarly harmonious 
voice, telling of his studies, his examination, of all the 
events, to them of overwhelming interest, which had hap- 
pened in between. The priest listened, smiling delightedly 
now and then ; but his gaze, uninterruptedly fixed on the 
speaker's face, sometimes assumed an anxious look, as though 
seeking something, or else troubled by what he found. In 
the midst of a lively description of some incident of strident 
life, the sound of the Angelus bell was wafted in through the 
open window, and all three stood up, moved by the one 
impulse. Whilst the priest humbly bowed his grey head 
before the crucifix fastened to the wall, and his sister, in 
pious womanly fashion, bowed down almost to the ground, 
Felix went to the side window, leaned his forehead against 
the pane, and half joined his hands in prayer ; but not one 
inch did his figure relax its haughty bearing, and his head 
never bowed. 

The sun had long sunk below the horizon ; twilight fell 
softly over the presbytery garden ; the birds in the trees of 
the neighbouring churchyard were pouring forth with full 
throat their evening song. Under the massive bower of 
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sweet-scented jassamine sat the parish priest, finishing his 
breviary by the last faint glimmer of the daylight. He had 
nearly come to an end, when he was startled by a rustling 
' near him ; he looked up, and with a faint cry of terror let the 
breviary fall. A tall, strongly-built beggarman, of most un- 
prepossessing aspect, stood before him, with black eyes, full 
of hatred, gazing straight into the priest's face, whilst his 
mouth, half hidden by a thick, unkempt beard, twitched 
strangely. 

" Good evening, your reverence,'* said the stranger, in a 
hoarse whisper. 

"Back out of this! What do you want here, you 
wretched manP" cried the priest, staring with intense 
horror at his visitant, whilst every drop of blood left his 
face, and his breath came in short, quick gasps. 

" You have no need to be so mightily afraid," coolly an- 
swered the beggar. " It is now a long time since we saw 
^ach other, and I thought I had better fulfil my duty by in- 
quiring a bit after the lad — he has grown up a fine man. I 
saw him on his arrival to-day. I suppose you have made 
him a regular church-goer " — here a sardonic smile passed 
over the face of the speaker — " but, on the whole, you have 
acted fairly by the boy, otherwise I should have put in an 
appearance long ago." 

"Begone !" cried the priest, unable any longer to contain 
himself, " begone, and return no more to destroy the peace 
and happiness of this house. You have no right over the 
boy." 

"Come, now, that is rather strong; suppose his little 
lordship would object to my company. You've been cram- 
ming his head with pretty stories about me, and especially 
of > 

" For God's sake be silent and go away. Do not ruin the 
whole life of the poor boy now about to enter the world. He 
knows nothing, and will never learn aught from my lips. 
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But, oh, go away, and never return — never. I will pray God 
unceasingly to have mercy on you." The great drops of per- 
spiration stood out on his forehead as he stepped forward 
motioning the beggar away with both hands. 

" You are very kind, your reverence ! Still I would rather 
you told the lad something about me. My spirit would have 
awakened in him then all the sooner, and it would have been 
lees trouble to draw him to me, Can I speak to him P " 

" Never, never ! " solemnly answered the priest. A con- 
temptuous look came over the beggar's face. " It would kill 
him," added he in a half whisper. The stranger appeared to 
reflect for a moment. 

" What are you going to do with him P " he demanded. 
" Are you going to put him in a soutane like yourself P " * 

" That is my warmest, most earnest desire ! " replied tho 
priest, folding his hands. The dark eyes of the stranger 
darted a look of fiery hatred — " That he must never be ! Do- 
you hear ? I will prevent it, and woe to you if you attempt 
pressure ! In that case I should pay no attention to your 
wish that I should go without seeing him. In his present 
frame of mind, however, he would not be capable of grasping 
my plans ; the world must first influence him a little, so I 
must wait. But in time we will both meet! I feel in no 
way grateful to you for your trouble in bringing him up ; on 
the contrary — but of that later on. Once more I warn you 
against trying to force the lad's inclinations ! I shall remain 
in the neighbourhood until his vocation is settled, to be able 
to step in if my wishes in that quarter be thwarted. And 
beware of setting the police after me ! My aim is sure, and 
never missed but once in my life! Till we meet again, 
Father !" 

With a mocking gesture the intruder took off his hat and 
bowed, then disappeared in the dark shadow of the trees. 
With a groan of agony the priest sank back on the bench 
utterly exhausted. 
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" How terrible, my God, how terrible ! " letting his grey- 
head fall forwards on the edge of the rustic table. 

Felix, after resting a little, and bringing up his various 
properties to the little room which he had always called his 
own, had also gone into the garden, but to the opposite side, 
jand from there had passed half mechanically into the church- 
yard, the door of which was ajar. At first he was turning 
his steps towards the sexton's little house, when, struck by a 
sudden impulse, he wended his way to a retired corner, so 
completely enclosed by thick elder bushes that it seemed 
to make a little churchyard of its own. There was the glimmer 
of a white dress through the trees. " Alloa !" he called 
softly. " Alloa ! " " Felix ! " came the answer, in a clear 
girlish voice ; the branches parted, and Felix saw a tall, 
slight figure in a gracefully draped white dress standing be- 
fore him, two great azure blue eyes were gazing into his, 
and two tiny, painfully transparent hands had seized on his 
strong right one. 

" Is that really you, Alloa P Werner's Alloa ? " asked 
Felix, looking with astonishment at the pale, beautiful girl. 
Aloysia nodded her head, laughing softly, while a delicate 
pink tint coloured her face. 

" Why, Alloa, how tall and lovely you have grown ! " and 
he passed his hands over her thick, fair hair, as he used in 
his boyish days. 

" And you have grown immense, Felix. Look, I scarcely 
reach up to your shoulders." 

"Is that so? I fancied it to-day when I had to bend 
<Iown so much to uncle ; then I began to think it must be my 
4ear uncle had grown smaller." 

" ho } you have got tall and stately, like a fine gentleman," 
And Aloysia laughed with a light shade of embarrassment. 

"That is just what I am going to be," was the laughing 
response. " But why did you not come to welcome me before, 
Alloa?" 
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" I Was afraid of being in the way when you met your 
uncle first ; and besides, I was not sure if you would remem- 
ber me." 

"Remember you, Alloa! You are constantly in my 
thoughts/* and a soft light shone in the young man's eyes. 
" Why did you come back, Alloa P Uncle told me you had 
been staying in some large town with relations who wished 
you to remain with them as their own child." 

" Yes, Felix, I was very glad to see how they all loved 
me, but I could not stay." 

"Why not? Do tell me." 

" I do not know if you will quite understand me." 

" Well, at any rate, I can try," replied Felix, laughing. 

" Then, Felix, I have come back to die here." 

" Stop ! Do not say any more." A shadow had fallen on 
Felix's face ; he could not conceal his annoyance. The young 
girl looked troubled, bat replied in a firm, gentle voice : — 
" It is a fact, Felix ; I spoke to you about it before. Long 
ago the doctor found I had symptoms of that fatal disease 
which by preference chooses the young for its victims." 

" But you are healthy ; you have grown tall and blooming.'' 

" Do not deceive yourself, Felix ; my face has not, and 
never ha<J, the bloom of health, and the gaiety of youth has 
always been wanting to me." 

" No wonder, when from your earliest years you have 
been hugging that thought of an early death. Such an idea 
works on the spirits and nerves, damping the one, over- 
straining the other, till the health is broken down. You 
had no right to yield so completely to the imaginary fears of 
a stupid doctor." 

The golden girlish head shook doubtfully. 

" You do not know, Felix, no, no What matter P It 

will soon be over. I often get a sharp pain in my chest, and 
cough a good deal at night. But it does not trouble me ; it 
is right, if it is God's will. Grandfather is old and must 
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soon go — we shall go together. What would I do alone in 
the world P " 

"What would you do, Alloa P Listen and I will tell 
you, I have always liked you greatly, but did not think 
much about it until now ; but now I know. You would be 
my wife. Your gentle submissive character would counteract 
my hot impetuous nature, and we would be very happy." 

A vivid blush spread over the maiden's face ; she stepped 
back as if startled. " Do not speak so," she said, in evident 
distress ; " such a thing could never be. I could never raise 
myself to your level, and — and you are too ambitious to 
dream of marrying the grand-daughter of a village sexton." 

" Ambitious, am I P And is it not possible for me to 
possess some bettey qualities besides P " cried Felix irritably. 

* ' That's not what I mean, Felix, dear ; but you would 
have to make many sacrifices, and thus " 

t€ Are they impossible to me, Alloa P " 

She nodded her head. 

" How do you come to that conclusion P " he demanded. 

" Forgive me, Felix," said Aloysia imploringly. " I have 

my own peculiar thoughts, and I do not know if they are 

correct. 

(Jo be continued!) 



PERIODICALS RECEIVED. 



Ave Maria (Indiana) ; Illustrated Catholic Missions 
(London) ; Annals of the Propagation of the Faith, (Dublin) ; 
Le Saint aux Miracles (Padua) ; Revue du Tiers- Ordre, et de 
la Terre Sainte (Montreal) ; Annates du Tiers- Ordre Seraphique 
(Caen) ; Le Messager de Saint Francois (Antwerp) ; El Eco 
Francescano (Santiago) ; Sanot? Francisci Glockkin (Inns- 
bruck) ; La Fahstina (Rome) ; Revista Francescana (Barce- 
lona) ; Franciscan Annals (Pantasaph). 
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ST. FRANCIS AND THE WOLF. 



This wolf for many a d »y, 
Had scourged and trodden down 
The folk of Agobio town ; 

Old was he, lean and grey. 

Dragging a mildewed bone, 
Down from his lair he came/ 
Saw in the sunset flame . 

Our father standing alone. 
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Dust on his threadbare gown, 

Dust on his blessed feet, 

Faint from long fast and heat, 
His light of- life died down. 

This wolf laid bare his teeth. 

And growling low there stood ; 

His lips were black with blood, 
His eyes were fires of death. 

So for a spring crouched he ; 

But the Saint raised his head — 

'• Peace, Brother Wolf," lie said, 
God made both thee and me." 

And with the cross signed him. 
The wolf fell back a-stare, 
Sat on his haunches there, 
' Forbidding, black, and grim. 

" Come nearer in Christ's name," 

Said Francis, and, so bid, 

Like a small dog that's chid, 
The great beast fawning came, 

Trotting against his side, 

And licked the nail-pierced hand 

That with soft touch and bland 
Caressed his wicked hide. 

" Brother/' the Saint said then, 

•' Who gave thee leave to kill ? 

Thou hast slain of thine own will 
Not onlv beasts but men. 
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" And God is wroth with thee : 
If thou wilt not repent 
His anger will be sent 

To smite thee terribly. 

" See, all men hate thy name, 
And with it mothers fright 
The froward child by night : 

Great are thy sin and shame. 

" All true dogs thee pursue ; 
Thou shouldst hang high in air, 
Like a thief and murderer, 

Hadst thou thy lawful due. 

" Yet, seeing His hands have made 
Even thee, thou wicked one, 
I bring no malison, 

But blessing bring instead. 

" And I will purchase peace 
Between this folk and thee, 
So love for hate shall be, 

And all thy sinning cease, 

" Say, wilt thou have it so ? u 
Thereat, far off, we saw 
The beast lift up his paw, 

His great tail wagging go. 

Our Father took the paw 
Into his blessed hand, 
Knelt down upon the sand 

Facing the creature's jaw. 
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That were a sight to see : 

Agobio's folk trooped out ; 

They heard not all that rout, 
Neither the beast nor he. 

For he was praying yet, 

And on his illumined face 
• A shamed and loving gaze 
The terrible wolf had set. 

When they came through the town 

His hand that beast did stroke, 

He spake unto the folk 
Flocking to touch his gown. 

A sweet discourse was this : 

He prayed them that they make 

Peace, for the Lord Christ's sake. 
With this poor wolf of his ; 

And told them of their sins, 

How each was deadlier far 

Than wolves or lions are, 
Or sharks with sword-like fins. 

Afterwards some came near, 

Took the beast's paw and shook, 

And>nswered his sad look 
With words of honest cheer. 

Our father, ere he went, 

Bade that each one should leave 

Some food at morn and eve 
For his poor penitent. 
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And so, three years or more, 
The wolf came morn and even, 
Yea, long forgiven and shriven, 

Fed at each townsman's door. 

And grew more grey and old, 
Withal so kind and mild, 
Him feared no little child 

Sitting in the Sun's gold. 

The women, soft of heart, 
Trusted him and were kind ; 
Men grew of equal mind, 

None longer stepped apart. 

The very dogs 'twas said, 

"Would greet him courteously, 
And pass his portion by, 

Though they went on unfed. 

But when three years were gone 
He came no more, but died 
In a cave on the hill-side ; 

You may count each mighty bone. 

And then it came to pass 
All gently of him spake, 
For Francis, his sweet sake, 

Whose Brother Wolf this was. 



Katharine Tyna>\ 
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CARNIVAL TIME IN AN EASTERN COLLEGE. 



to the editor, "iri8h franciscan tertiary," drogheda. 

Dear Father, 

An account of the way in which the " Carnival " has 
been spent here in our College may prove interesting to, the 
readers of the Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

The old and general custom of Catholic Europe,*of spend- 
ing the week preceding Ash- Wednesday in innocent amuse- 
ments, has been adopted even here in the heart of Syria ; 
and for that reason the few days' vacation granted to our 
Alumni have been spent in preparing a few plays for the last 
two days of Carnival. Theatricals out here are naturally 
things extraordinary for the native, and for that reason, 
great as is the accommodation in the new hall, which, some 
few years ago, has been erected for such purposes as distribu- 
tion of prizes, gala days, and theatricals, room could scarcely 
be found for the crowds who wished to be present. And 
what a motley crowd! but of course only the notabilities of 
Aleppo, including the Governor and his staff, the corps 
diplomatique, or the representatives of the European powers, 
as well as the parents of the pupils. And as to creeds/ there 
was, indeed, a rare variety — Turks, Jews, Orthodox^Greeks, 
and then Catholics of all Rites, including our own or the 
Latin Rite. 

It is indeed a high testimony to the efficiency of the 
College when our own Governor, who is a Turk, sends his 
children to be taught by us, notwithstanding the fact that 
the Turkish Government has more than one College here for 
the use of the Moslems. 

The plays which are got up every year at this time have 
to be in the three languages which are obligatory in the 
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college — French, Italian, and Arabic. Every year for 
French comedy we have to go to Moli&re ; poor Shakespeare 
is hardly known here. 

You may think it strange that we should attempt to go 
through two plays each evening, a question of from four to 
five hours. Well, such is the fact, because there are so many 
boys, and all want a part ; and then the parents and visitors 
seem to have unbounded patience in sitting out from five 
p.m. to half -past nine, as happened this year. 

The first piece this year for Monday evening before Ash- 
Wednesday was an Italian tragedy, entitled "II Figlio 
Generoso." The idea is taken from the sad canto in the 
" Divina Commedia," where Count Ugolino tells his dreadful 
death by starvation in the tower where he with his three 
children had been enclosed by orders of the Governor of 
Pisa. 

Naturally a de'al had to be changed in order to suit the 
circumstances. The third act was really most touching; 
and to say that there were few dry eyes among the audience 
is a great honour to the Alumni. You remember the scene 
in Dante : — 

Ed io sentii chiavar l'uscio di sotto 
All 'orribile torre ; ond 'io guardai 
Nel viso a miei figliuoi senza far motto." 

Inf. xxxiii., 46. 
"And listened to the locking of the entrance at the foot of 
the dreadful tower ; then in silence gazed into the faces of 
my children. ,, 

Nothing could equal the naturalness of the Alumni who 
acted the part of the Count in this scene. Indeed it was 
perfect. 

It would be two long to go into the details, but I'll give 
you this merely as a specimen of what the boys attempt here. 

There was a comedy in French after this. The scene is 
laid in Spain during the past century. The Count Vildac, 
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a very bad son, persecuted his aged father most heartlessly. 
In the denouement it turns out that the persecuted father 
had been* himself a bad son, and so a good lesson is taught on 
the evil consequences either of parents over-indulging their 
children, and of these latter showing no respect to their 
superiors. It is really surprising how well the pupils can 
pronounce the French and Italian. It would be an astonish- 
ing fact in England or Ireland for a college to attempt to 
-act a play in French, German or Italian, before an audience 
where there were to be a number of French, German and 
Italians ; but here it is considered nothing, and really the 
success is sufficient reward for the humble. During each in- 
terval the College band played selections from " Trovatore," 
4S Sonnambula," &c. 

Thus one delightful evening passed, and when the curtaia 
dropped at the close of the last scene, many a wish was ex- 
pressed that it might have lasted longer, although even then 
the two pieces had lasted for nigh five hours. 

On Tuesday evening there was a most laughable farce, 
in which an unfortunate Englishman tries to make his way 
through France without the requisite knowledge of the 
French language. 

The drama in French which followed was really interest- 
ing. It was founded on an incident supposed to have taken 
place in a French chateau during the days of the Crusades. 
The Seigneur goes off to the Holy Land, leaving his wife and 
young babe in charge of one of his household. Away in 
Palestine he is killed, and his faithless chevalier murders 
the wife, and imprisons the young babe. A friend of the 
Seigneur learns from his dying lips the state of the abandoned 
household, and as this friend had already in some measure 
connived at the barbarities committed in the castle during 
the absence of its lord, he now returns vowed to repair the 
past. The play was entitled " L'Expiation." 

It would, indeed, in a few lines, be impossible to tell how 
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successfully the Alumni did their parts. In fact, the talent 
for declamation is highly developed among the Easterns ; and 
the mastery they show in European languages is astonishing. 

Other pieces followed, including a short one in Arabic, 
and were all very creditable to the boys. 

Naturally, in such circumstances, the "anciem eUves" are 
always willing to show their gratitude to the Alma Mater, and 
so, as a rule, the leading parts are given to them. Such, 
then, are the chief incidents with which the Carnival closes 
here with us. At Easter also we try to get up a few plays ; 
and occasionally, when there is any great suflPering, tickets 
are sold, and the proceeds go to the poor. 

This year the College is very successful. There are over 
one hundred and sixty Alumni, including eighty permanent 
boarders. These latter are from all parts of the East — Con* 
stantinople, Egypt, Palestine, and Armenia, 

There is also a poor school attached to the College, Vhere 
the children of the poor in our parish are instructed gratui- 
tously in all the elementary branches of education, and also 
in French, which is almost absolutely necessary in Syria. 
I would wish, dear Father, to tell you and the readers of the 
Tertiary a deal about our life here, but it would be im- 
possible at present. These few lines will, however, let our 
Irish Tertiaries see that even in the heart of the Empire of 
the Turk the children of St. Francis are labouring zealously 
in the cause of Christianity and progress. / 

So, wishing you every success, 

I remain, 

Tours faithfully, 

J. L. Lynch, O.S.F. 
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NOTES AND COMMENTS, 



The Feast of St. Joseph, by a brief of the 3rd of March, 
1891, has been again made a feast of obligation in Piedmont, 

Liguria and Sardinia. — La Crociata. 

* * * * 

The Ninth Catholic Congress in Italy will be held at 

Vicenza from the 7th to the 13th of the coming September. 

* * * * * 

Causes of Beatification.— The following causes have 
advanced a farther stage : the process relating to the virtues 
possessed by the Blessed Battista Varani, a Clare nun ; the 
process relating to the causes of the Venerable Onorato da 

Parigi, and Francesco da Lago Libero, both Capuchins. 

* * * * 

The decrees on the virtues of the Ven. Gaspar Del Bufalo, 
founder of the Missioners of the Precious Blood, and of the 
Ven. Jeane de Lestonac, Bordeaux, foundress of the Con- 
gregation of the Daughters of the Holy Virgin, were issued 

on the 19th of March last. 

* * * * 

The Rev. Father Hugolinus Storff, O.S.F., Teutopolis, 
Illinois has established a Confraternity which has an emin- 
ently deserving object. The name alone furnishes an ex- 
planation of the end it has in view. It is called the 
Confraternity of the Agonizing Heart of Jesus and of the 
Compassionate Heart of Mary for the salvation of the dying. 
The compact little manual of the Confraternity, which is 
admirably compiled and printed, gives all the necessary in- 
formation. After stating that, according to statistics, over 
90,000 die every day, and that of this great number very 
many die with little preparation, it details the means avail- 
able to help those who are in their mortal agony. These 
consist in performing all one's actions for the same end 
which our Lord had on earth ; to make an offering to this 
effect morning and evening; and every month, on an ap- 
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pointed day, to spend halt an tour in special prayer for the 
dying. This duty is fully satisfied by hearing Mass. The 
Confraternity enjoys many indulgences. We have nothing 

but heartfelt good wishes for such an excellent work. 

• • ♦ * 

With great pleasure we record three signal graces granted 
through the prayers and good works of those who interest 
themselves in our page of " Intentions." Some of our 
readers have special reasons for trusting in the omnipotence* 

of prayer, 

• • ♦ ♦ 

On the 22nd of last February the Archconfraternity of 
St. Peter's Chains celebrated its 25th anniversary. The- 
history of its establishment is of interest. 

In 1864 a watch chain of peculiar design became quite 
the fashion in Italy. It was made of steel, and had a small 
ball of the same metal as a pendant. What was the astonish- 
ment of the many Catholics who were wearing these chains 
to discover that they were a Masonic emblem, and signified 
that the states of Rome and of Venice were slaves, the first 
to the Popes, the latter to the Austrians, &c. Immediately 
these chains were rejected by all who had worn them in 
ignorance. While indignation was still general a young 
Roman had chains made as nearly as possible fac similes of 
the chains of St. Peter which are preserved at Rome. Piu& 
IX. blessed his action, and soon the practice of wearing these 
chains as a mark of fidelity to Holy Church became common. 

The Archconfraternity was established by Pius IX. in 1866. 

• * ♦ ♦ 

The corner-stone of the new Franciscan Convent at 
Waverley, Australia, was laid on the 1st March ; Cardinal 
Moran presided. The building is the first of the kind 
attempted in the colonies. According to the plans it will 
occupy a frontage of 120 feet and have a depth of 150 feet. 
A very substantial subscription list was started, and the 
undertaking has every promise of success. 
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PATRON OF THE MONTH. 



Blessed Andrew of Spello, 
The Blessed Andrew was born in the little town of Spello, 
not far from Assisi, in the year 1194. His youth was spent 
quietly and devoutly, and when he had arrived at man's 
estate he was in a humour to despise the world and its plea- 
sures, and his thoughts were all of good deeds and charity. 

Ordained priest by Nicholas, Bishop of Spello, he was 
made parish priest at the request of the parishioners, over 
whom he watched with fatherly anxiety for many years. 
He had a considerable fortune for that time, and spent it on 
the sick, the poor, and the orphan. In his rare intervals of 
leisure he had the practice of going to the monastery of 
Camaldoli, founded by St. Bomuald, which is in the neigh- 
bourhood of Spoleto, and there he used all the time at his 
command praying or talking with the monks on spiritual 
matters. 

After the deaths of his mother and sister he gave up his 
parish, made over all he had to the poor, and, at the age of 
twenty-nine, sought of St. Francis the humble habit of his 
Order. He was the first and only priest among the seventy- 
two disciples of the saint. The example of the holy persons 
living in the cloisters of the Jrortiuncula, the conversations 
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he had with St. Francis, and his predisposition to everything 
virtuous, shortly achieved, in the person of Blessed Andrew, 
a model of Christian perfection. He kept the rule with the 
most scrupulous exactitude ; he used long fasts, wakefulness, 
and other austerities, to procure the complete submission of 
the body to the will of the spirit. 

After the death of holy Father Francis, whom he assisted 
in his last moments, he had to undergo much injustice from 
the hands of the new general, Father Elias. The influence 
of St. Anthony of Padua was employed in his behalf, and 
was successful. 

In 1233 he was present at the General Chapter held at 
Soria, in Spain. His sweet, and yet impassioned, speaking, 
his ardent faith and charity, produced a deep impression on 
the townspeople, who came to him in great numbers, and 
forswore their sins. It was here that he was given, by the 
common consent of his brethren, the name of the Preacher. 

After his return to Italy he had to undergo another series 
of trials, but it was only for a short time. When Blessed 
John of Parma became general, our patron was completely 
exonerated. 

Thenceforward Blessed Andrew commenced his apos- 
tolate. He visited almost every place in Italy, preaching, 
confessing, working miracles, and, all the while, keeping 
such a humble opinion of himself as was not the least among 
his miracles. He was generally regarded as a saint. His 
coming to any place was heralded with rejoicing. Men were 
eager to see, to hear him, to have him in their midst. His 
presence was looked upon as a fruitful blessing, ever bring- 
ing with it peace and contentment. 

Our Lord appeared to him as He did to St. Anthony, tried 
his fidelity to regular observance, and rewarded him in the 
same manner. 

The people of Spello were getting, anxious over the con- 
tinued absence of Blessed Anarew. They offered their parish 
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church, which was dedicated to St. Andrew the Apostle, to 
the Order? on conditions that a convent was built near i%. 
Their desires were satisfied in the year N 1253. Father 
Andrew came soon after to live there, and acquitted himself 
well of his charge, being healer and comforter of body and 
soul to the people of Spello. 

He died next year, on the 3rd June, at the age of sixty- 
one, and was buried beside blessed Giles and Moricas, x 
associates, like himself, of St. Francis. Death did not end 
his miracles. He has been, and is, the constant and faithful 
friend of the people of Spello. 



SAINT FRIDOLIN; 

OR, THB MONASTERY OF SKCKINGRN. 



On my excursions through Germany I have been often sur- 
prised to find how deeply the German Catholic sympathises 
with his poorer brethren, the Catholics of Ireland. Many 
reasons can be assigned for this singular fact, but in my opinion, 
it must be attributed to the innate gratitude of a people for 
the benefit of religion which they received from saints who 
were children of the Green Isle. Irish saints it was who first 
sowed the seed of the Gospel in pagan Germany ; and Irish 
monks and missioners were the first guardians of the tender 
plant of the true faith. Of these holy and learned* men, 
pioneers of Christianity and civilization, Saint Fridolin is 
perhaps the least known in Ireland. 

About five hundred years after the birth of Our Lord, 
Fridolin lived and laboured in Ireland, the land of his birth. 
He was born of rich and noble parents, and even in early youth 
was imbued with a thorough knowledge of the sciences. 
Yielding to the call of divine grace, he determined to renounce 
all earthly grandeur and to consecrate himself to God in the 
clerical state* He afterwards traversed the different provinces 
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of his native land, preaching everywhere the word of God, 
spurring on the lukewarm, strengthening the wecfcf confirm- 
ing the strong, consoling the afflicted, and ever gaining fresh 
souls for God. His untiring zeal, his powerful eloquence, his 
stainless life and his noble bearing won the love and esteem 
of all. But Fridolin, fearing lest vanity and ambition should 
avert his heart from God, resolved to hide himself in a foreign 
land and devote his life and talents to the conversion of the 
heathen. Having distributed his possessions among the poor, 
he bade farewell to friends, home and fatherland. 

I shall omit what the legend relates of the Saint's voyage 
over the sea; how he first came to France, and there 
travelled about proclaiming everywhere the truths of our 
holy religion; how the Bishop of Poitiers nominated him 
Abbot of a monastery ; how he accompanied the Bishop to 
King Clovis, and obtained royal aid for the building of a 
church in honour of St. Hilary, and how all his undertakings 
prospered. I shall limit my present sketch to the founding 
of the monastery of Seckingen. 

After Saint Fridolin had governed the monastery and 
minster of Poitiers for a considerable time, Saint Hilary 
appeared to him in a dream, and ordered him to leave the 
management of the monastery in other hands and proceed to 
AleHpannia. There he would discover an island in the Rhine, 
whence for the remainder of his days he was to promote the 
kingdom of God. 

Notwithstanding the grief and reluctance of the bishop, 
monks, and people of Poitiers, Fridolin grasped the wan- 
derer's staff once more. And as he did not know whether 
the island lay in the upper or lower Rhine, he journeyed 
first to the river Moselle, which flows into the Rhine near 
Coblenz. Here he remained until he succeeded in having a 
church and monastery erected in honour of St. Hilary. 
Thence he travelled to Waslen, in Alsace, and to Strasburg. 
In both places, owing to the untiring^ zeal of St. Fridolin, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Saint Fridolin. 421 

churches were built in honour of the same saint. After 
many long and wearisome journeys in Switzerland, and after 
many a diligent inquiry about the island of which he was in 
quest, Fridolin came to the spot where now stands the town 
of Seckingen. He recognized at once that this was the 
island where he was to end his days. It was wild apd 
deserted, and was used only as a grazing ground or " com- 
mons " by the people who dwelt on the Rhine. Fridolin 
walked roiyid the island, seeking a suitable site for his 
future monastery. As the inhabitants of the neighbourhood 
observed the stranger thus minutely examining their island 
they suspected that he was a vagabond and a thief who 
wished to steal their cattle. They would not listen to his 
excuses, but after a sound beating compelled him to retire. 

Fridolin was not dismayed. He returned again and 
again, but was received in the same hostile manner. Con- 
vinced that this island was the place of his destination, he 
appealed to Clovis as a last resource. The king, who deeply 
revered and loved the holy man, granted him the island, and 
published a document imposing the penalty of death on who- 
soever should disturb Fridolin in the possession of the same. 
Armed with this document, and accompanied by the disciples 
who had gathered around him, Fridolin took possession of 
his new home. 

The island was wild and uncultivated, and altogether unfit 
for habitation. But God, who watches over the birds of the 
air, did not forsake His faithful servants. They found shelter 
and assistance at the house of a rich farmer in the neighbour- 
hood, whose name was "Wacher, and whose heart God had in- 
spired with pity for the poor strangers. His wife, however, 
was not of such a mild and gentle disposition. Nor did she 
conceal her resentment. Warm and unpleasant was Fridolin's 
reception. Shortly after a daughter was born in the family, 
and Wacher requested his friend and guest to stand sponsor. 
This naturally increased the woman's resentment. But by 
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degrees, perceiving the meekness and holiness of Fridolin, her 
ill-will and dislike were changed into esteem and confidence. 
She even confided the education of her daughter to Fridolin's 
<;are. And this maiden was the first to enter the nunnery 
which Fridolin afterwards built on the island. Her parents, 
too, were ever after the most substantial benefactors of the 
Saint. 

Fridolin, having now found a temporary resting-place, 
divided his labours between clearing the island of trees and 
thorns and spreading the light of the Gospel throughout the 
surrounding country. Meanwhile king Clovis died and those 
who had already endeavoured to expel Fridolin renewed their 
efforts and strove to re-occupy the island. In order to pre- 
serve at least an outward show of justice, they declared they 
wished to leave the matter to arbitration. But the judges 
being of the same caste as the accusers, Fridolin had little to 
expect. 

Sad and despondent, the Saint sought refuge in prayer. 
Day and night he ardently implored the Divine assistance in 
the hour of need. Nor did he hope in vain. The eventful 
day was fast approaching when the judgment was to be given. 
On the evening before, Saint Fridolin and his disciples went 
to the wood, felled some trees, and planted them in the Rhine 
where the current was strongest. They then spent the whole 
night in prayer, beseeching Qod to enlighten the minds of 
their enemies and soften their cruel hearts. God interposed 
by a visible miracle. You should know, gentle reader, that 
the island was so situated that the principal current of the 
Rhine flowed on the right side, whilst on the left, towards 
Switzerland, the river was so shallow that a child could wade 
through it. On that memorable morning, however, the arbi- 
trators and their partizans were astounded to find that 
" Father Rhine " had changed his course over night. The 
-current had turned towards the Swiss side, whilst the right 
eide was almost dried up. Convinced by the miracle, they 
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saw at once that Fridolin was a man of God, asked his forgive- 
ness, and treated him thenceforward with the greatest rever- 
ence. 

Having overcome all difficulties, Fridolin at long last built 
a church and founded a monastery, which was soon filled with 
zealous novices. Fridolin was the heart and soul of the 
community. He endeavoured by word and example to en- 
kindle, foster and perfect the spirit of piety and virtue, 1 that 
they, too, might become lights and leaders of their fellow-men 
in the path of Paradise. The fame of the monastery spread 
like wildfire through the land. It became the nursery and 
school of young missioners by whom the seed of Christianity 
was scattered over the Schwatz Wald and other parts of Baden 
and Wirtemburg. The town of Seckingen, the existence of 
which is due to the exertions and edifying life of Saint 
Fridolin, is not ungrateful ; his memory is still revered there, 
and his feast is celebrated annually on the 6th March with 
great pomp and devotion. 

Francis. 



"A CLUSTER OF JUNE ROSES. 



It was the month of June — the month of roses, but no rose 
leaves had blown across my path. 

Briars and brushwood had woven themselves into a 
tangled mesh over the road that lay behind me, and the 
*ista opening in front bristled with their thorny spikes and 
seared leaves. 

Weary and footsore, one evening I sat down to rest upon 
a mossy stone beneath an old wall garlanded with ivy. 
" The month of June has come round," I sighed, " with its 
wealth of sunshine and dreamy evenings, but no roses have 
bloomed for me." In the distance, far behind, straggles the 
blighted past, and the bleak present lies at jny feet. They 
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both formed dreary pictures to contemplate. Presently I 
heard a fresh breeze rousing the drowsy ivy leaves above me, 
and I saw their long tendrils swinging to and fro in the 
wind. From behind the green lattice I saw a golden net- 
work of bars, penetrating the ivy screen, a Vfcice whispered 
that within lay the Garden of the Church — that Garden, 
where blossom in fadeless springtide those choice exotics — 
tho Saints of the Heavenly Jerusalem. Their road, like 
mine, had been strewn with thorny briars ; but their goal had 
been reached, and in their clemency they now vouchsafed to 
aid my pilgrim steps with a glimpse of their loveliness. 

The first flower that arrested my attention was a regal 
yellow rose. A radiant angel approached and motioned me 
to the spot where it grew. Primrose tinted were its outer 
petals, deepening towards the centre into a warmer hue, until 
a rich glow of mellow sunset formed the heart of the flower. 
A haze of fragrance floated above this favourite of heaven, 
and an amber dew suffused its golden shaded petals. 

" This rose represents St. Anthony of Padua, whose 
festal day we celebrate on June 13th," said my guide. " He 
was the spiritual child of the Blessed Francis of Assisi, and 
is one of the fairest blooms in this celestial Garden. In bim 
were united the love of a seraph, with the zeal of a confessor 
and the purity of a virgin. Dying in the prime of early 
manhood, at the age of thirty-six, he yielded his eoul to God 
with Holy Mary's name upon his lips." 

Then the angel related to me the life of heroic sanctity 
led by the saint. He told me that he had been appointed 
the patron of learning and the kind friend of those who had 
lost their earthly possessions and crave to regain them. 
" With a willing hand he comes to the assistance of these 
latter," continued my companion. " Body and soul fare well 
at his hands. Invoke him then when tempted to despond ; " 
and with a profound inclination towards the yellow rose the 
angel passed on. 
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Seven paces further brought us to a white moss rose, its 
snowy petals sparkling with pearly dew, which frosted the 
green stem, and flashed on the feathery moss which clothed 
the calyx. 

" On June 21st, 1591, this rose was planted in Paradise," 
said my guide. " It represents St. Aloysius Gonzaga, of the 
Society of Jesus, whose death occurred on that day three 
hundred years ago. His matchless innocence is typified by 
these fleckless petals;" and he gazed admiringly on their 
chaste beauty. " The taint of actual sin never sullied his pure 
soul, and he is invoked as the patron of innocence and youth. 
The Blessed Magdalen of Pazzi in one of her ecstasies was 
favoured with a view of this boy saint in heaven, seated high 
among the angel choirs. On seeing his exalted throne, she 
exclaimed : ' Oh, that I could fly through the world conjur- 
ing Christians to call on the Blessed Aloysius in their 
straights ! No tongue can tell what glory he enjoys, or what 
power he exercises with God.' " 

The angel told me of the angelic youth's flight from the 
world to embrace the Jesuit Order, and of the austerities 
practised on his tender body. His death was caused by an 
overflow of Divine love coupled with a fever, "and the snow- 
white rose was planted to commemorate his pure and sinless 

me: 9 

" You have seen," remarked the angel, " two roses. A 
third remains, a ruby- red rose with a heart of garnet ; " and 
we pursued our way towards a spot indicated by my guide. 

There it reared its head, this crimson moss rose, with its 
petals shining with a ruby dew. It was larger than the 
other two roses, but the angel explained that it was a twin 
rose, growing on distinct stems but culminating in one 
flower. 

" This dual rose represents the Holy Apostles, Peter and 
Paul," he said, " who laid down their lives for Christ on the 
same day in Rome (June 29 th). They, like you, spent their 
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days outside the cloister. Their lot lay along the ragged 
road of the world. And though the thorns of persecution 
pierced their feet, and the hot sun of the world beat fiercely 
overhead, they bore it all for God's sake, and sealed their faith 
with their blood. These high strides in holiness are not 
demanded from you. Your path in life lies low ; they scaled 
the rocky heights of perfection. Look to them when the 
burden of the day seems too hard to bear, but never again 
murmur that the month of June is bereft of roses. 

" On June 13th you have seen the yellow rose blow. The 
white rose blooms on June 21st, and the ruby rose on June 
29th. 

" Other beauteous flowers adorn the parterres of heaven, 
and in their ranks every Christian hopes to blossom one day. 
Adieu." 

There was a gentle rustling of angelic wings. The 
freshening breeze ceased to play amongst the ivy tendrils. 
Languidly they hugged the wall. The sun shone out, and I 
found myself sitting upon the mossy stone, alone. 

My ramble through the rose gardens of Paradise was at 

an end. * 

Laura Grey. 



THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 



St. Francis of Assist. 



(Continued from page 398.) 

Attracted by the virtues of St. Francis, three of his towns- 
men came, one after another, and asked of him the privilege 
of imitating him in his poverty. Later on eight more 
begged and were granted the same favour. 

With these eleven companions he found himself one day 
in the town of Rieti, and there met one Angelo Tancredi, an 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



r 



Third Order of St. Francis. 427 

officer. Though the saint did not know him, had never met 
him, yet he accosted him at once, stirred to do so by an im- 
pulse of heaven. "Angelo," was his speech, "you have 
long enough carried baldrick, sword, and spurs; hence- 
forward for baldrick, take a coarse cord ; for sword, Christ's 
cross; for spurs, exchange the dust and mud of the highways. 
Follow me, and I will make you a soldier of Christ.'' At 
once he left all to follow the standard of poverty. His con- 
version, so strikingly like that of St. Matthew, won Francis 
his twelfth companion. 

In a little, the saint, accompanied by his disciples, turned 
his face towards Rome, to lay at the feet of the Vicar of 
Christ the rule which he had composed for his new-born 
Order. 

Innocent III. sat in the chair of Peter when the children 
of Francis reached Borne. That illustrious Pope approved 
of the Rule, appointed St. Francis Superior-General of the 
Order, and made him a deacon. The humble founder would 
never consent to take up the burden of the priesthood. 

The saint gathered his children about him near the 
modest chapel of St. Mary of the Angels, which had been 
gifted to him by the Benedictines. lie had a special affec- 
tion for this oratory on many accounts. It was there our 
Lord and His Blessed Mother had appeared so often to him, 
and often had he heard there the songs of heaven. Here, 
too, our Lord granted him the well-known indulgence of the 
Portiuncula or Pardon. The Seraphic Father was anxious 
that this place, the cradle of the Order, should also be its 
chief sanctuary for all time. And so it was under the pro- 
tection of the Virgin Mother that the Order of the 
Franciscans, or Friars Minor, had its beginning, and in the 
shadow of her sanctuary it spread and flourished. To this 
holy and miraculous retreat the first disciples of St. Francis 
came to ease their labours, and hear with love and respect the 
exhortations of their Father. 
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One day, after prolonged prayer, the holy Patriarch 
called his children together and spoke to them after this 
fashion : — €i Take courage, and rejoice in the Lord, let not 
your small numbers afflict you, nor your simplicity and mine 
alarm you. God has shown me that with His blessing He 
will spread throughout the world this family of ours, where- 
of He is the Father. I would willingly have kept silence 
over this, but the love I bear you all would not permit me. I » 
have seen a great multitude coming to us to take this habit 
and live this life. I have seen all the roads dark with those 
who press on to be at our side. The echo of their footsteps 
still rings in my ears. Consider, my brethren, what is your 
calling. It is not for our salvation alone that God in 
His mercy hath chosen us, but for the salvation of 
many besides. It is that we may go through the world 
exhorting and preaching, more by example than word, the 
doing of penance, and the observance of God's command- 
ments. We shall seem contemptible and foolish ; but have no 
fear. Our Saviour, who hath overcome the world, will speak in 
you to great avail. Above all, be careful not to lose the king- 
dom above for any earthly consideration. If you meet with 
money, put no more store on it than if it were dust. Judge 
not the rich nor despise them who live at ease and luxuriously. 
God is their master as He is ours ; It is His to call them and 
to judge them. Go, then, preaching penance for the forgive- 
ness of sins, penance and peace. You will find many to 
receive well you and your words, many faithful and 
charitable, and many, too, proud and stiff-necked and 
faithless, who will blame and condemn you. Let your mind 
be to bear all things with humble patience, and have no fear, 
for shortly there will come many of the learned and noble to 
help you to preach to kings, princes and peoples. Be there- 
fore patient under trial, fervent in prayer, diligent in labour, 
and the eternal kingdom of God shall be your reward." 

The prophetic words were soon fulfilled. Men came in 
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crowds from every rank and position in society to follow the 
footsteps of the Patriarch of the Poor. The needy came and 
found a greater but more comforting poverty 5 the rich and 
the great came, taken with the charms of this lovely virtue, to 
ask for possessions less fragile than their own were like to be. 
Bishops put off their mitres, doctors left their chairs to don 
the coarse habit and live the hard life of the poor Friar. 

This strange spectacle moved all who witnessed it. A 
healthy reaction towards penance and sanctity set in. These 
men, who had left all for Christ's sake, who had become the 
brethren and friends of the very poor, were blessed with the 
rare power of teaching the poor resignation, and the rich to 
be generous and unselfish. 

£; St. Francis had the satisfaction of seeing his Order mul- 
tiply with wonderful rapidity. In a short space of time it had 
spread over Italy, Spain, France, Portugal, England, Ireland, 
Germany. Many of the brethren had even thus early plucked 
the palm of martyrdom in Africa. Ten years after the 
foundation of the Order the Saint held the second general 
chapter at Saint Mary of the Angels. To it there came from 
all parts of the world more than five thousand Mars. Car- 
dinal Hugolini, the intimate friend of the Patriarch and 
Protector of his great family presided. The little convent of 
St. Mary's was quite unable to accommodate such an immense 
number, and there were set up on the plain round about 
huts of plaited straw and rushes. Here this Christian army 
encamped about its leader. The Cardinal pontificated on 
Pentecost day, and in the evening passed through the ranks 
of that great array, where in all the different groups there was 
talk only of God and heavenly matters. Touched to the 
heart by the beautiful sight, the Cardinal said again and again : 
" In truth it is God's army and encampment !" All the 
neighbouring people flocked to the spot to look on the holy 
men, and in the crowd were many young men who beholding 
such sacrifice, joy and union, cried : " See how plainly this 
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proves that the way to heaven is narrow, and that it is very 
hard for the rich to enter the kingdom of God. We fancy 
we can work out salvation while enjoying the world and all 
the satisfactions of life, while these good religious after 
sacrificing everything are yet not assured. We wish to die 
like them, but not live like them ; and yet one dies as he has 
lived I " So saying, to the number of five hundred, they came 
to the feet of St. Francis to ask that they also might be ad- 
mitted to the ranks of poverty. 

Having blessed his children and given them directions, 
St. Francis sent them from him to publish in every place 
penance and peace. The fervent missioners travelled the world 
over, striving by word and example to bring it the peace which 
they themselves enjoyed. 

St. Francis meanwhile divided his time between prayer and 
preaching. His heart, which was world wide, desirecLto sub- 
ject the whole earth to the domination of Christ. 

After visiting the cities and towns of Italy, ha traversed 
the south of France, visited Spain, the savage Nile, and the 
sacred shores of Jordan. Though in his habit, poor, and in 
appearance ill-cared, he preached with an all-conquering faith 
and love. Wherever his voice was heard the people were 
moved to the very depth of their consciences. . The most in- 
veterate sinners repented and returned with their whole hearts 
to their duty. The more contemptible this true disciple of 
the cross was in his own belief, the more did it please Q-od to 
prove his sanctity by the most amazing wonders. Affection 
and veneration for the Saint were so general and deep that 
crowds followed him wherever he went, and that one was 
thought happy who touched the hem of his garment. 

(To be continued.) 

For Catholic Talks, apply for Catalogue (post free) to 
B. Washbovrne, 18 Paternoster Row, London. [Advt] 
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CONFERENCE. 



CONFORMITY TO THE WILL OF GOD. 

" And when he had entered into the boat his disciples 
followed him : and behold a great tempest arose in the sea, 
so that the boat was covered with waves, but he was asleep." 
Matth. viii., 23 and 24. 



Vb are liable to make one reflection upon this passage. 
It is this : was it not very thoughtless of the disciples not to 
consider who was with them in the boat. They would not 
have given way to fear or uneasiness if they remembered 
that the Lord of storm and calm was there. 

Nothing happens on this earth except by the command 
or permission of God. Danger and trouble, misfortune and 
shame, every change and reverse, are all marshalled and 
ordained by Providence. "I form the light and create dark- 
ness, I make peace and create evil : I, the Lord, that do all 
these things." So is it declared by the prophet Isaias 
(45 t 7). Not indeed that any wrong could ever be worked 
by God. Evil exists merely on sufferance, and because in the 
depth of His wisdom. God can bring good out of it. Not only 
all things were done for good because they occur by God's 
order and rule, but what is more, they are done for our benefit. 
"All things because of the elect " (2 Tim. ii. 10). The 
mother who watches over her new-born child would eagerly 
clear from its life every shadow of unhappiness, would safe- 
guard it from everjr temptation, would lead it by the gentlest 
and most winning ways in the path of the Lord, if she had 
but the power. God has her love for us, has even greater 
love — "with an eternal love have I loved thee" — and He 
has the power, which no mother has, of being present with 
us at all times, of influencing our minds for good from the 
first glimpse of reason to their last thought in the body. 
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Through all and in all, prosperity or adversity, honour or 
dispraise, God is the same to us, always loving us, always 
wishing us well, always working good to us. 

We do not doubt this, we do not call it in question, but 
sometimes it \& far from clear to us. When pain or misfor- . 
tune comes upon us, our minds falter in proportion to the 
depth of our affliction, and we forget that we are in the care 
of the Almighty, and we act like the disciples in the storm, 
as if God did not know, or did not care, that we were in pain 
or danger. This shows a want of confidence in God, and 
deprives us of a means of lightening our greatest miseries ; 
the reflection that God knows and sees it all, and that He 
pities and loves us in our suffering. 

The practice of conformity to the Divine will is just the 
reverse of this. Submission to God in every circumstance of 
life ; faith in His will and power to help us, to relieve us if 
it is better, or else to give us strength to suffer in patience ; 
gladness, yes, even gladness to receive grief and pain at His 
hand ; this is what conformity to God's will means. As in 
our actions the best plan is to seek to do what God desires, 
in the way that He wishes, so in all things that we meet 
with, in all that happens to us without our contrivance, our 
best plan is to conform pur wishes to tha wishes of God. 

To enlarge upon the reasonableness of the practice would 
be superfluous. God is all-wise, almighty, and all-loving. 
To conform to His ideas and wishes is to adopt what is in ¥ 
every case infinitely just* and good. 

If we knew all the different influences of men on each 
other, if we could foresee the continual succession of event 
upon event which makes up this strange ever-changing con- 
dition of time in which we live ; if we could do this, not for 
one period, or in one case, but for all circumstances and 
times ; in a word, if we possessed the boundless vision which 
God has of all things existing or possible, with their several 
circumstances and dependencies, then we should confess that 
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God has ordered all, not only " mightily " and wisely, but 
sweetly and lovingly; we would give up our wills and wishes 
into His hands ; we would acknowledge that once God willed 
a thing, it was good and should be done or suffered with 
pleasure. We do not see all this. We have not been admit- 
ted into the secrets of the Lord, but when -we submit to His 
will we act not less wisely and we gain more merit. 

Life is not even for any of us ; as no one is always happy 
or always sad, and two days of the most humdrum existence 
are not alike. Even the most placid of dispositions has its 
ebb and flow. It is hard to say whether prosperity or ad- 
versity is the more dangerous. Prosperity is fatal to some ; 
adversity overcomes others. Only one is safe from both : he 
who receives either of them impartially and calmly because 
it comes from God. Such an one experiences a natural 
pleasure when something advantageous befalls, and he feels 
as much as anyone the cross that may darken his path, but 
both his pleasure and pain are tempered by submission to the 
Divine will. God's wish is far more to him than his own 
pleasure. 

Speaking in general terms, when men are well to do they 
are tempted to grow proud and self-sufficient. Being 
anxious to add to what they possess, their property or business 
rises up between God and them if they do not stand on their 
guard. What they at first looked on calmly and without 
interest becomes in the end an idol to them. By degrees 
their thoughts are and less on the world above. They are 
full of plans and schemes which have only to recommend 
them that they are about money getting. Time blunts their 
consciences. It may be that they do not commit any" great 
misdeed; they are not dishonest, nor quite devoid of religion; 
but they have succeeded in crowding God out of their lives. 
Their days are busy and much occupied, therefore the few 
moments they give to their Creator are distracted and frit- 
tered away ; their minds are not with Him. Every day that 
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adds to their gains adds also to their self-sufficiency, tepidity, 
and worldliness. A sad disposition of mind, and a dangerous 
one too, for it is progressive and spreads like a disease until 
it thoroughly poisons the soul. Unless something happens 
to check its course the end is mortal. This, of course, does 
not always come true. Everyone that is well off is not on 
that account selfish and regardless of God's claims. No 
doubt : but this is certain, that if men weather prosperity 
without losing devotion and charity and the fear of God, it 
is because they accepted prosperity and used it as a divine 
gift, because they subordinated their wishes to the will of 
God, being ready, if it pleased Him, to lose all. Nothing can 
possibly harm us, if our heart's desire is to accomplish the 
will of God. 

Prosperity, however, is the lot of the few. The poor are 
by far the greater in number. While conformity to God's 
will is the safeguard of the rich and prosperous, it is the 
blessing of the poor. When everything goes well with us we 
find it amazingly easy to say: "Blessed be the will of God;" 
but when a man is struggling and needy, and in the face -of 
all his hardship can bless the hand of God, he is not repeat- 
ing a form of words, but is offering sacrifice to the Almighty, 
and sacrifice which is most pleasing. St. Augustine tells us 
that ws*4an offer nothing better to God than to say to Him : 
44 Take possession of us : bestow us as Thou wilt : enough for 
us that we are in Thy care." 

People say : Poverty is no sin. There is truth in that, but 
much understated. No ; poverty is one of the great virtues y 
which make the perfection of the religious state. The differ- 
ence between the poverty of religion and the poverty which 
is abroad in the world is that the first is chosen, the latter not. 
Yet, though poverty come to us against our inclinations, 
once we adopt it as being God's will for us, we make of it a 
state of great virtue. We are then most like our great Ex- 
ample, who had not where to lay His head; 
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Naturally, poverty is a state of anxiety, but the grace of 
God removes this. St. Peter, in his first epistle, bids us oast 
all our care upon God, for He hath care of us. St. Francis 
de Sales declares that where the will of God is accomplished 
daily bread is never wanting. The reason of it is not far off. 
Whoever trusts in God can never be at a loss. Once we sub- 
mit ourselves and our doings to the government of God we 
have a bond upon Him which He has over and over acknow- 
ledged. " Because he hoped in me I will deliver him : I will 
protect him because he hath known my name. He shall cry 
to me and I will hear him : I am with him in tribulation. 
I will deliver him, and I will glorify him, I will fill him with 
length of days ; and I will show him my salvation. " So spoke 
God, by David, of every one who is in need and danger. 

The temptation of the rich is to forget God : the ten\ptation 
of the poor is to think that God has forgotten them : some 
temptations and trials come upon rich and poor alike. Dis- 
grace, sickness and death are not the ailments of a class, bu t 
because they are common to men does not make them easier 
to bear. There are pains and afflictions which no man can 
take philosophically : though they be very bitter, they may 
be lightened : the blessing of God, which is on them if we 
only wish it, can so change us and strengthen us that we shall 
feel as if half the bitterness had vanished. "Have 
you met with pain or loss?" asks St. John Chrysostom. 
" If you wish, it will be taken away : give thanks to God, and 
what was pain and loss shall be changed into gain." 

Even though it were not God's pleasure to lighten our 
griefs when we bear them for His sake, though they were 
always to be keen and heart-sickening as at first, to bear them 
because God sent them should be our duty and pleasure. 
He is our Lord and Master, and all that we do and suffer is 
subject to the Law of His will. This He has not demanded. 
He gives us grace to bear all He sends. He fits the back for 
the burden. He has given us the greatest encouragement, 
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for He assures us that sorrows and reverses are signs of His 
goodwill, and in proportion to our trials is His kindness and 
love for us ; that the path of trouble is the path of all who 
reach Him, for " all that have pleased God passed through 
many tribulations remaining faithful." 

Yes ; in all states of life, in every mood of our souls, it is 
our duty, our safety and our pleasure to give up our wishes 
to God. Plenty or want, health or sickness, shame or praise, 
life or death, would then be equal. We should be in any case 
fulfilling the perfect, the adorable will of our Creator. But 
it must be God's will that we do. We should not be seeking 
ourselves while pretending to please Him. Our wishes and 
longings by themselves would be a poor guide. In pain and 
affliction we can have no doubt, for everything with the mark 
of the gross upon it is holy. In all else we must not listen to 
our own foolish wishes, but pray that God may show us what 
He wills. 

To acquiesce in everything that comes to us, and to think 
that nothing more is required, is wrong also. What is it but 
the extreme of foolishness to fold one's hands and do nothing 
when affliction or loss is threatening us ? This would be to 
submit to sloth and not to God; it would be sluggishness 
rather than conformity. How many times did Abraham beg 
God to spare Sodom P He implored God that if there were 
but fifty just men in that city, to spare it for the sake of those 
fifty. His request was granted, but fifty were not to be found. 
The patriarch was not discountenanced, He returned to his 
prayer, and asked for Jthe salvation of the city if there were 
forty-five, or forty, or twenty, or at least ten just men to be 
found therein. Every time his prayer was granted. At last 
he ceased, but only when the destruction of the sinful city 
was inevitable. It is a lesson. Time enough to submit to 
some coming sorrow or evil when we know that it is certain, 
when we know that it is God's will. Submission is no license 
for carelessness or despair. 
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So much for the use and practice of submission to God. 
One word more : the reward of it is great. No less than con- 
tent of mind ; strength of heart ; sanctity ; or to say all in 
one word : Peace. Peace with all ; with God, for there is no 
sin where there is no rebellion ; with man, for there is no want 
of charity where there is no envy ; with all created things, for 
they can do no hurt against their Master s consent. 

The blessed in heayen see all things in the unspeakable 
light of the Divinity : let us try that all things here shall pre- 
sent themselves to us through the will of God. They* shall 
then be all just, good and profitable. We shall find pain 
sweet and sorrow light, and shall be free even from the terror 
of death and of hell. " They that are faithful in love. . . 
shall submit to their Lord. . . shall rest in Him. . . shall be at 
peace." Wtsd., iii., 9. Job, xxii., 21. 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 

(Continued from page 405.) 



"Tell them out!" and Felix threw back his curly head 
determinedly. 

"Then, since you will have it, Felix, you know your 
uncle's earnest desire that you should enter the priesthood. 
When you were only a boy you rejected the thought without 
really comprehending the sublimity of such a vocation. So 
you have gone on without ever reflecting that a man like 
your uncle would never urge you on to a state of life for 
which you felt no inclination unless he had some weighty 
reason for doing so. But you always looked on the matter 
simply as a bore, and avoided even coming home in the holi- 
days in order not to see the reproach on your uncle's face/ 
Aloysia ceased ; she was exhausted, and pressed both hands 
tightly over her chest. 
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Felix stood with folded arms, looking gloomily out before 
him. 

" And what would you do in my place, Alloa P " 
" Oh, I — I would submit to my uncle's will, convinced 
that nothing but good would come of it." 

" That is just where the difference lies between us. You 
would sacrifice yourself, keeping nothing before your eyes 
but the greatness of the priestly dignity, and it may be my 
uncle's devoted life, without a thought of self in your 
sacrifice. I, however, am not capable of such a sacrifice. I 
am of another, perhaps, a more worldly spirit, which believes 
that in every station of life there are great and noble deeds 
to be done. I cannot and will not wear out my life in the 
petty routine of this place, dulling all my perceptions of 
knowledge and art. My keen longing to mix up in the strife 
and labour of this world would draw me away from the ful- 
filment of my priestly duties. At times, Alloa, I do not 
understand myself, I have such vague, yearning desires em- 
bracing the whole universe. Fain would I be like the eagle 
clutching the globe in his claws, ready if needs be to be 
whirled through the tenacity of his grasp into space. Often 
have I reproached myself for these wild longings to see all, 
to know all ; and you have often told me that I possessed little 
mastery over myself. But I suppose that is the fault of my 
nature. After all, everyone is sent on this earth for his own 
sake, but our interests are so inextricably mixed up with 
those of our fellow-creatures that in reality they form but 
the one. In seeking the good of others we find our own. 
Now a man is useful to his fellows only when he has sounded 
the depths of human life and made room around him for the 
full play of all his faculties ; then, of necessity, we influence 
those who approach us. Pity, sympathy, and helpfulness 
are faculties which demand scope for their exercise. I tell 
you the sacrifice of self, even unto death, is but the vigorous 
blooming forth of eternal life. But he who turns all his 
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energies into one narrow groove, no matter for what reason, 
will never folly realize the end of his existence. The priest* 
hood would impose far too narrow limits on me. I should 
feel like an unfortunate eagle captive in the midst of a fair 
park, vainly beating its clipped wings, and in its despair 
trampling down the flowers and shrubs within its little circle, 
its eyes fixed on that golden sun to which it can no longer 
soar. As a doctor I may exercise unrestrainedly the noblest 
of human powers, and be an active, beneficent lover of man- 
kind. Alloa, I can never become a priest ! " 

" You never will, Felix." The young girl spoke with sorrow, 
yet with conviction in her tone. "And your uncle will soon be 
brought to see it; he is too good to force your inclinations where 
the happiness of your life is concerned. Then there will be 
nothing to prevent you from winning a place in the foremost 
ranks of the world." 

"Will you help me in overcoming my uncle's opposition P" 
asked Felix, his eyes brightening up with pleasure. 

" You require no aid. Your uncle would not have held out 
«o long but for a reason." 

"And what is that P" 

"I don't know," stammered Aloysia with considerable em- 
"barrassment, "but I fancy that it must have been something in 
the past of your family requiring atonement." 

" Who told you that P" inquired Felix in astonishment. 

" I do not know, dear Felix. I only know that your uncle, 
gentle and yielding as he usually is, must have some very 
.grave reason for persisting in his desire to see you a priest for 
all these years in spite of your constant opposition." 

"It may be the case," said Felix slowly, after a pause. 
■" But what can it be P" 

" Perhaps before their death your parents arranged/' 

"My parents !" interrupted Felix, as if the thought occurred 
to him for the first time. "My parents ! I never heard uncle 
John or aunt Dora mention them." 
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" Never once ! " cried Aloysia in a tone of much surprise. 
" As long as I can remember jour uncle was impressing on 
me the duty of praying for the repose of the souls, of my 
parents, and it is very strange that he would not do the same 
to you/* 

" A pause ensued. Suddenly Felix started up. " I will 
go and ask an explanation from uncle John. It is strange I 
should never have thought of it before/ 

But Aloysia held him back. " Do not " she said, plead- 
ingly. "Do not oblige him^to explain matters. You can 
thoroughly trust his upright character ; he has some good 
reason for his silence," 

Felix gloomily knitted his brows. " The idea has taken 
possession of me and I shall have no rest until I know the truth. 
Did you learn anything about me from your grandfather, 
Alloa, for example P" 

" No ; grandfather once said that the parish priest brought 
you here a tiny baby some twenty years ago, when first ap- 
pointed to our parish, and that he must have come from a 
great distance off — that is all." 

"Good evening! " suddenly [broke in a deep hoarse voice on 
the conversation of the youthful^pair,^and the stooping, ragged 
form of the beggarman appeared between the branches. 
Annoyed at the interruption, 'Felix hastily turned his head, 
then drew it back with irritation ; the eyes of the intruder 
were fixed on him with a steady,' persistent gaze which 
probably aroused that feeling. Taking out his purse, he flung 
a piece of money into the proffered hat. A gleam of com- 
placency stole into the stranger's black eyes and bronzed face 
at the sight of the ideal of handsome, strong manhood pre- 
sented by the youthful form before him, then his gaze passed 
on to the shrinking figure of Aloysia. " I beg your pardon, 
master," and he turned towards Felix, " bat I heard your 
voice as I was going out of the garden, and I thought I re- 
collected it. Do you know me, sir P" 



Digitized by Li( 



Felix's Vocation* 441 

It was a strange question. Felix, somewhat raffled in 
his youthful dignity, drew himself up to his full height, and 
motioning with his hand to the churchyard gate, imperiously 
bid the man begone. The beggar yet lingered, but Felix 
fixed such a look of decision on the ragged fellow who had 
dared to claim his acquaintance that the latter turned to go. 

" Good-bye, then, till our next meeting, my fine gentle- 
man/' he said sneeringly. " Perhaps you may get te know 
me better if you ask his reverence inside there, as I beg you 
to do." 

And so saying he put on his hat, from which he had 
taken the coin, and soon disappeared from their sight. 

" The man is mad," said Felix, making an effort to con- 
ceal the disagreeable impression the strange beggar had 
made on him. 

" No," said Aloysia, " that he is not." 

"Then what?" said Felix, somewhat out of humour. 
^ "I do not* know — but he is anything but good. Take 
care of him." 

Felix shrugged his shoulders. " Nonsense. What con- 
nection could there be between me and that old beggarman? M 

"More than you think, perhaps. While you stood 
opposite one another I was startled at seeing that his eyes 
were exactly like yours, and there was a peculiar resemblance 
of features; you have both the same thick, curling hair 
also." 

"Stop, Aloysia; do not make any more comparisons, 
please, unless you wish to insult me. That man looks like 
an escaped convict ; villany is written in every line of his 
face. What could we have in common P My life is one of 
lofty ideals and high aspirations, and 



CHAPTER HI 

" Uncle John, you are always considerate ; how is is then that 
you persist in urging me on towards a career for which I feel 
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neither a call nor an inclination ? Have you some particular 
motive in desiring me to enter the priesthood ? " 

The priest's pale face turned a little aside as though to 
hide a troubled expression. " You little know the weight of 
anxiety which your refusal lays on my mind." 

" Dear Uncle," said Felix, gently, " I have shown you all 
the reasons which keep me back from fulfilling your desire ; 
the fact that you still urge me on brings with it the convic- 
tion that there is a secret which you are keeping from me. 
Have my parents, of whom you have never spoken to me, 
left any directions on this subject P" 

His uncle grew deadly pale ; with a terror-stricken face he 
looked at the speaker ; his tongue seemed paralyzed, and great 
drops of perspiration, such as are produced by extreme fear or 
anguish, broke out on his face. 

"Forgive me, Uncle John, for questioning you about 
what you have never mentioned of your own accord ; but 
now I am of an age to know." 

The bent figure was agitated by some violent emotion ; his 
hands trembled violently. " God ! Felix !" he said piti- 
ously. 

" Will you not tell me all P" entreated Felix, laying his 
dark curly head on the old man's arm with a boyish, caress- 
ing motion. 

" I have looked forward with dread to this hour ever since 
I have had you, and now, what can — what dare I say ta 

your 

" The whole truth, Uncle John." 

" You could not bear it, my poor boy. Tell me, have you 
missed your father and mother so much, that you are asking 
about them now P" 

" Oh, no, Uncle, I never missed them ; you have been every- 
thing to me." The words seemed to exercise a soothing in- 
fluence over the priest, who had evidently been undergoing a 
severe mental struggle ; he passed his hand lovingly over the 
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young head lying on his shoulder, asking softly : " And y#u 
trust me, do you not P" . 

" How can you ask such a question, Uncle P" 

"Then, I can tell you nothing of your parents, Felix. 
Perhaps, I never can. Ask me no more, if you love me !" 

Felix lifted his head and looked searchingly into his 
guardian's eyes. 

" I must ask one more question, but after that I shall never 
•question you more. "Were my father and mother joined in 
wedlock by the Church's blessing?" Felix had become crim- 
son, his looks hung anxiously on the priest's lips. "Yes, my 
child," he replied, gravely. "The name you bear was given you 
from a different motive." 

"Then are we not blood relations, Uncle John?" A note 
of keen pain sounded in his voice ; the comforting assurance 
•conveyed by the first part of the answer seemed lost in the 
dismay aroused by this latter reflection. A sorrowful smile 
flickered an instant on the priest's face : " We are not blood 
relations ; yet you are truly my child. Your mother deliver- 
ed you over to me ere you were an hour old, while her own 
lips were already stiffening in death. She made me swear to 
take you under my protection. I am responsible for you, and 
will one day have to give a reckoning of your soul. There- 
fore it is that the care of it weighs so heavily on me — Felix, 
Felix, if only you knew all — see here." 

[And the speaker rolled back the sleeve of his soutane, 
and bared his right arm ; it had been fearfully gashed, and 
the scars were but badly healed.] 

" With this wounded arm I held you ; even death would 
not have made me let go my hold. If you knew the deadly 
clanger I have passed through in order to shield you! 
Trembling and praying through many a night have I 
remained at your bedside, lest that the spirit so early 
awakeaed in you should gain the upper hand and triumph. 
Ood will forgive me for where I have showed myself weak ; 
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He knows I did it all for the best. For me, the sacrifice ; 
for you, the happiness you yearn for. Go, then, to the world, 
Felix, since nothing else can satisfy you. Rise, like an 
eagle in the air, but, like him, strive only after what is 
highest; never stoop to aught that is low. He to whom 
wings are given must needs use them, nor remain self -bound 
to this sinful earth. My eyes will follow your flight, and, 
mayhap, the remembrance of me will safeguard you in the 
hour of temptation." 

His hands were laid in blessing on the head of the young 
man ; he gently raised it, and, looking into those beautiful 
dark eyes, now softened into a new beauty by a mist of 
unwonted tears, said, with an accent of solemnity— 

" Felix, you will ever remain upright, will you not P" 
(Jo be continued.) 



A PERFECT DAY. 



Count that alone a perfect day, 

When with the folding leaves at night, 
An inward voice may softly say : 

" You've done your best since morning light. 5 
Your best, which always must be poor, 

With human heart, 'neath human sway ; 
But when you've done it swift and sure, 

Count that alone a perfect day. 

The sunlight trembles on the sea, 

The soft breeze dies away in sleep, 
The birds of passage, wild and free, 

Fly fearless home across the deep. 
They turn not east, they turn not west, 

But with true instinct keep their way ; 
When you, too, know yotir path is best, « 

'Count that alone a perfect day; 
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When you hare soothed a wounded heart, 

And turned aside from grim despair 
Some hopeless wretch ; and kept apart 

A soul and sin, with help and prayer ; 
When you,. at night, on bended knees, 

With conscience clear, can truly say : 
God ! What am I more than these P 

Count that alone a perfect day. 

When the last sunset tints your sky, 

And golden gleams are on the hills, 
While on your couch of pain you lie, 

Strange music all the silence fills. 
A new life-current, strong and clear, 

Is yours ; around glad hymns of praise, 
And then you know the voices near, 

Are angels of your perfect days. 

Agnes M. Manning. 



THE SECOND ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 



The Second Order of St. Francis, or the Poor Clares, has 
several houses in Ireland, but only one faithful to the 
original rule of subjection to the Fathers of the First Order. 
This one is the Convent in Nun's Island, Galway. The com- 
munity is at present composed of sixteen professed Sisters, 
and some aspirants to the habit. One of these had th e happi- 
ness to receive the habit on the 19th of last month (May). 

The ceremony of reception was most interesting and im- 
pressive. The postulant, exquisitely attired and accompanied 
by seven young bridesmaids, was received at the door 
of the church by the Franciscan Fathers, who conducted 
her into the sanctuary. After the offertory of the solemn 
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Mass she was asked by the celebrant, "If she wished 
to proceed and bad all the necessary qualifications." 
She replied in the affirmative, and a short discourse was 
delivered pointing out the great happiness that a good re- 
ligious must enjoy in a contemplative order, where, whilst 
living on earth, " her conversation is fixed in heaven." The 
Holy Sacrifice was then proceeded with, and at its conclusion 
the postulant was led to the grate of the enolosure. The 
Father celebrant knocked three times, asking admission for 
the young postulant. Finally the Abbess opened the gates 
of the Monastery, and the postulant bade adieu to her friends 
and all the fathers, thanking them for their, kind help in 
carrying out her holy desires. 

Then kneeling humbly before the altar she is blessed by 
the celebrant; and after being saluted by all her new sisters, 
the ceremony is concluded with the singing of tKe Te Deum. 
We can only hope that as God has inspired the young lady 
to embrace the austere life of the daughters of St. Clare, He 
may also grant her the grace of perseverance. 



BLESSED LTTCHESIO, 

FIRST MEMBER OF THE THIRD ORDER. 



Sinful Luchesio one day 
Heard the poor Francis preach and pray, 
And wondered at the words which came 
Forth from that heart, which was aflame 
With love of Jesus' sacred name. 

He spoke of holy Poverty, 
So loved by Him who died to free 
From stain the souls of Adam's race, 
That they might reach the holy place, 
And gaze enraptured on God's face ; 
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That from His very natal morn, 
When in a stable He was born, 
Until that awful day when He 
Gave up the ghost on Calvary, 
He ever cherished Poverty. 

Could he, Luchesio, give up 
All he possessed, to go and sup 
"With beggars in the narrow street P 
Could he bend down and wash their feet, 
And cause their hearts with joy to beat P 

He, in the pride of manhood's health, 
Was he to share his hard won wealth 
With such as these 8. Ah, grace is strong ; 
It showed him then the mighty throng 
Who chaunt God's praise in ceaseless song. 

How wonderful were Francis' words 
Whioh drew from skies the fluttering birds : 
He, like a marksman, shot his dart 
Unerringly ; it cleaved the heart 
Of him who felt its loving smart ! 

Blessed Luchesio that day 

The goods of earth cast all away, 

And was the first to join that band 

Whose rule the great St. Francis planned 

To bring men into God's bright land. 

John A. Ja.ckman. 



N.B.— PERIODICALS RECEIVED. 

Le Messager de 8. Francois (Antwerp) ; Annates Fran- 
oiscanes^ (Paris) ; Annates du Tiers Ordre (Caen) ; Le Saint 
aux Miracles (Padua) ; Annals of the Propagation of the Faith 
(Dublin) ; La Crociata (Turin). 
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II 



Lieutenant Colonel Raleigh Chichester, 

Our readers will . remember the active part that Colonel 
Chichester took in educational subjects and the administration 
of the poor-law. It will be news to many that the deceased 
was a devout member of the Third Order from the beginning 
of 1876, and used every day to say the Divine Office according 
to the Franciscan Breviary and calendar. 



NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



The Holy Father has appointed the Rev. P. J. Hofraan, 
O.S.F., Vicar apostolie of Chen-Si. On the 28th Jan., laet, 
the Rev. P. Van den Bosch, O.8.F., was consecrated Bishop 

of Lahore. 

* * * * 

Another Franciscan Periodical. — Saint Francois ft Id 
Terre Sainte, the new monthly, is edited by the Commissary 
of the Holy Land in Paris, May it have a long and pro- 
sperous life. 

* • * * * . 

"Within the last twelve months the Franciscan Fathers in 
Belgium have established thirty-two new Congregations of 
the Third Order. 

* * ♦ * 

A New Edition of Scottts The firm of L. Vives, Rue 

Delambre, Paris, are bringing out a new edition of our glorious 
countryman's works in qu&rto, following closely the edition of 
Wadding. There are to be about twenty-six volumes in all, 
and six volumes are to be printed each year. The advertise- 
ment of the new edition sets forth the opinions of the most 
eminent theologians about the doctrine and method of Scotus, 
but an introduction to his works is scarcely necessary. 
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IRISH 
FRANCISCAN TERTIARY. 

No. 15.] [July, 1891. 



THE MARTYRS OF GORCUM. 



Gorcum, originaHy Goringhein, is a town of six or seven 
thousand souls, the principal place in the district oi Arkel r 
in Holland, and about six hours travelling from Dordrecht. 
In size it is not to be compared with the rich towns in its 
neighbourhood; but the fresh verdure of the fields which 
surround it, the salmon-fishing, and the busy plying of the 
boats up and down the Meuse give it an appearance of life 
and animation. 

This little town, almost entirely devoted to agriculture 
and commerce, offered in a small space the leading features 
of the whole country. There, as elsewhere, in 1572, the 
two parties, at once religious and political, which divided the 
country had each its adherents. The Catholics seemed more 
numerous. The Cure Leonard Vechel, a name which will be 
mentioned often in the course of this recital, flattered himself 
that the faithful were two to one of the heretics, but that 
always large body of half-hearted, cowardly men which 
formed this majority, even though the flag of Catholic 
Spain fluttered above their heads, might at the first reverse 
turn round and convert the majority into a minority. And 
this is. what was soon seen when the news of the taking of 
Dordrecht by the Guexftc arrived. 

It was known quite well at Gorcum what might be ex- 
pected from the dreaded newcomers. The magistrates saw 
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that the wonted tranquillity had but few more days of 
existence. Well-meaning people trembled for their property, 
their families, themselves, and yet more for the ecclesiastics 
and religious of the town, whom they were' aware were the 
special detestation of the heretics, and as usual with the 
well-meaning, but weak, they trembled and did nothing 
more. 

Among those more fiercely threatened, the peaceable 
members of a community which for long had been considered 
the heart of Catholicism at Gorcum, held the first place. 
These were the Franciscans. They were not numerous, but 
the ardour of their zeal and the purity of .their lives made 
up for their lack of numbers. They had at the time as 
guardian or superior a man of rare virtues, whose actions 
praise him better than any words. His name was Nicholas 
Pic. He had been born at Gorcum. His brothers and 
sisters, all his family, lived in the town, and had not been 
slow in begging him to take precautions for his safety.. His 
nephew, a well-disposed young man, who frequented his 
society, Rutger Estius by name, and brother of the historian, 
used every means to persuade him. Among other instances 
he told in detail the atrocities of which the Gueux were 
guilty. 

" This is all dreadful, no doubt," answered Father Nicholas. 
" My natural weakness of heart recoils at the deeds you speak 
of, and it would be to tempt God if I went out of my way to 
face such dangers. But I owe it to my brethren and to 
myself not to be guilty of the meanness of flight, but to trust 
in the Almighty. If He sends trials He will also send 
strength to bear them." The young man pressed him to 
take flight with the community. Was not prudence also a 
Christian virtue ? It was surely neither shame nor sin to fly 
from persecution. " It may be so/' answered the guardian ; 
" but have you thought of the deplorable impression that the 
news of our flight would produce ? Every one would say 
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that the Catholics have no longer any power to defend their 
lives, and audacity on one side and despair on the other 
would increase a hundredfold. Do you think that abandon- 
ing our friends is the best way to encourage them to be firm 
themselves P On the contrary, it would be certain to hasten 
the misfortune which you dread." Besides, he did not desire 
that the Franciscans should have the name of contributing 
to the fall of the town. Meanwhile, without pause, he en- 
couraged and animated the faithful in public and in private. 
He begged each one to set his conscience at peace, and to 
hold himself ready rather to die than deny the trutfi. 

But as the fears of his nephew were only too well 
founded he thought it better not to leave the sacred vessels, 
the relics of the saints, and' the library of the convent exr 
posed to the same peril as his own safety, and he gave them 
into the keeping of his brother-in-law, the father of young 
Butger. Again, reflecting that if the expected sack of the 
town took place, the first houses to be broken into would be 
those of the principal Catholics, and that, perhaps, his 
brother-in-laws might be foremost, he took them from him 
and stored them in the citadel. 

This citadel, though leaning out from the walls of the 
town and lapped at its base by the Meuse, did not in his 
opinion offer a very safe refuge. It was hoped that it might, 
at least, enable them to hold out until succour might arrive. 
The danger of their position had been made known to the 
commandants of the neighbouring towns which were royalist. 

The Protestants of Gorcum had lost no time. The first 
thing they did was to send to Dordrecht to say that a sudden 
descent upon their town while in its first stupor would have 
every chance of success. So, quite suddenly, on the 25th of 
June, about eight in the morning, thirteen boats, carrying 
about 150 soldiers, were signalled coming up the Meuse. 
They reached Gorcum almost without striking a blow. At 
the sight of them the disorder and confusion of the iowns- 
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people came to their height. The secret partisans of the 
heretics hastened to join their friends; the faithful de- 
liberated. 

The holy guardian soon saw there was no room for delay. 
He called together his brethren, and after a short but most 
affectionate exhortation, he desired them to separate, and 
each one find a hiding-place as best he could. 

" What do you mean to do P" asked several voices. " I 
shall remain here as long as I can, and then I shall take 
refuge [in the citadel." "Very good," was the unanimous 
answer, " we shall not leave you to yourself;" and they 
obstinately refused to go away. 

On the morrow, 26th of June, the Gueux closed the river 
on both sides of the town. They brought with them, 
according to their own showing, full liberty both in politics 
and religion, even for the papists ; the doing away with all 
taxes, and life at one's ease ; all the usual baits of revolu- 
tionists. Father Pic made a last appeal to his brethren, 
begging them again to keep an eye to their safety. After 
their repeated refusal, he went with them to the citadel, 
taking there whatever remained of value. 
j?*?r They were soon after joined by some of the most respect- 
able Catholics of Gorcum, by the brother-in-law and nephews 
of Father Pic, and by the two Cures of the town. These last 
were called Leonard Vechel and Nicholas Poppel, men 
reverenced for their learning, the uprightness of their lives, 
and the authority which long service in the ministry had 
bestowed on them. And in particular the first-named was of 
influence as he was the oldest in age and in ministry, and the 
most eloquent. These two holy souls had neglected nothing 
calculated to keep alive the confidence and courage of the 
citizens. They had called on the magistrates, made the 
round of the walls, and even harangued the town militia. 
As far as the interests of the Spanish king were concerned 
these inconstant and light-headed people, with whom revolt 
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-was periodical, were little*touohed. The danger to religion 
at first seemed to give them a check, but: were not the Gueux 
the first to proclaim their respect for religion, and why fight 
for what was not attacked P 

The CurSs, therefore, could not touch their hearts, and in 
fact they were scarcely heard. Full of the saddest presenti- 
ments they had no choice but to leave the town. They had 
scarcely gone when the Gueux entered, led in by their secret 
partisans. Their captain, a certain Marin Brant, a Fleming, 
was not without military talent. Sprung from the dregs of 
the populace, this Brant had been at first a labourer on the 
dykes, after that he was by turns a sailor and pirate. He 
associated with those scourges of the sea who serving under 
William Lumnaye, Count de la Marche, for whatever pay 
they could obtain from pillage, were the worthy ring- 
leaders of the Gueux faction. His boldness, cool-headedness, 
and muscular strength, had acquired him an ascendancy over 
his rough companions. 

As soon as he was master of Gorcum, he set the bells 
ringing and called the townspeople to the great square. When 
they were assembled, he proposed that they should swear 
enmity to the Spanish and the Duke d'Albe, and fidelity to 
Duke William of Nassau and the Holy Gospels ; a cleverly 
chosen phrase to reassure the indifferent and undecided, as it 
might be understood to mean the Catholic doctrine as well as 
that of Calvin. He added that all who accepted the new 
oath should proclaim that they did so by doffing their hats. 
Immediately almost every hat in the assemblage was in the 
air, and nothing was heard but shouts of allegiance to the . 
Chieux. Marin professed to be quite satisfied, but without 
paying too long heed to the sudden enthusiasm, as knowing 
its value, he called together the town council, and busied 
himself in securing the success of the day. 

The citadel was not in a condition for prolonged resist- 
ance. Badly provided with stores and military resources, it 
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was as badly off for smiths to make the necessary repairs and 
doctors to see to the wounded. The only hope of those who 
had fled thither was in being relieved from without. The 
Governor, Gaspard Turc, counted on his son, who was to 
bring up the troops of the Count of Bossut, Governor for the 
king of Utrecht. He watched for him feverishly hour after 
hour, and showed the Count's letters, in which assistance 
was distinctly promised. 

{To be continued.) 



HOLY PLACES OF IRELAND. 



St. Muli/in's, Co. Carlow. 
Killarney, Rostrevor, and the green hedgerows and smiling 
plains of the county Wicklow have formed the theme of many 
a poet's song and busied many a traveller's pen; but nowhere 
do we find a panegyric on that portion of the river Barrow 
which winds along between New Ross and St. Mullin's, Co. 
Carlo w. No pleasure-boats or panting steam-packets lie in 
wait to convey the tourist up the bosom of the placid river, 
wherefore the tide ebbs and flows in solitude, hugging all its 
beauties to itself. And well might this favoured region divide 
its spoils with surrounding spots, and yet reserve abundance 
for itself. The water hen and wild duck are rarely disturbed 
in their calm, monotonous lives. Lazily they float upon the 
ripples, secure of their holdings in the tall sedge. A profu- 
sion of wild flowers garlands the river banks, giving place 
higher up to luxurious shrubs, which in their turn are suc- 
ceeded by pine trees, until the summit is reached. Sunny 
nooks and shady creeks meet the eye at every curve of the 
jiver, and the tourist, lured by the beauty of the scene, draws 
in his oars and feasts his eyes on the panorama. Towering 
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araongst a dark belt of trees frowns Castle Cole, the residence 
of a grim chieftain in the reign of Richard II. From its lofty 
battlements the Celtic warrior beheld the funeral of Art 
McMurrough, King of Leinster, pursue its course up to St. 
Mullin's, and sent his painted barge to swell the mournful 
cavalcade. Thomas D'Arcy McGee thus eulogises the dead 
monarch, and paints the funeral procession : — 

" No ash-tree in Shillelah was more comely to the eye — 
And like the heavens above us he was good as he was high. 
And as the clans to St. Muliin's^bore the fleshy part 
That was earthly and had perished of King Art. — 
The crying of the keeners was heard by the last man, 
Though he was three miles off when the burial rite began. 
And the friars of Irishtown, they grieved for him full sore, 
And Innistioge and Jerpoint may long his loss deplore, 
From Clones, South, to Bannow, the holy bells they toll, 
4^id all the monks are praying for their benefactor's soul." 

Strange to relate, no sculptured cross or melancholy yew 
marks the grave of Leinster's *' Greatest Captain/' and the 
rank grass waves alike over his bones and those of his meanest 
kern. He died of a dose of poison, administered by a woman 
in New Ross, Co. Wexford, in the year 1461, having reigned 
over Leinster for forty years. He is described by Caxton, 
Marlburgh, and Holinshed as "the chief captain of the 
nation" — " the canker that lay in the heart of Leinster" — 
"M'Murgb, at whose mighty prowess all Leinster trembled/' 
and the like phrases. Centuries before the ashes of Art 
M'Murrongh were laid to rest under the green sod of Saint 
Mullin's, a saintly hermit might be teen each morning 
descending the zig-zag path, and filling his pitcher at the 
brink of the Barrow. This was St. Mullin, first Bishop of 
Ferns, from whose sanctuary and church the present village 
takes its name. He died on the 7th of June, 696, and was 
buried beside his monastery. Unlike the grave of the King 
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of Leinster, the spot where St. Moling lies is revered by the- 
pilgrim, and tradition tells of mighty cures and petitions- 
granted through his intercession. For his headstone a rude- 
altar stands shadowed by a stone canopy which afforded shelter 
to the priest celebrating Mass, and encircling the grave runs 
,a low parapet, protecting the hallowed soil from desecration. 
Before the saint's time, the place was called " Rosbroc or 
Badger's Wood." It was his saintly fame which drew myriads 
to enrol themselves under his banner, and obliged him to 
build the monastery for their accommodation. He himself dwelt 
in a stone cell, which is still shown, and it was his hand that 
planted the hoary white- thorn tree which overhangs the adjoin- 
ing wall. Many a time have the bare walls of the cell 
witnessed his shoulders bleed from the stroke of the discipline,, 
and echo the midnight cry for mercy, uttered four centuries 
before by St. Patrick when he prayed for the Irish nation : 
" Wherefore may it never happen to me from my Lord to lose 
my people, whom He has gained in the utmost parts of the 
earth/' At the present day the stone cell is deluged with 
water, and a spout has been erected inside, where pilgrims* 
bathe their diseased limbs and call on St. Moling for help. 
It would be vain to assign any particular style of architecture 
to the monastery erected by the saint. As his community 
increased, rows of cells were added, with quaint nooks and 
gables. The ruin stands on a gentle eminence skirting the 
Barrow and considering its antiquity remains in fair condition. 
During the wars of Richard II. this locality was laid waste by 
the invaders, and the barges of McMurrogh often chased the 
enemy up the river which coils round the base of the monas- 
tery. St. Moling was a true Celt in his love of roaming. 
Though he ended his days in this peaceful retreat, he did 
not begin them here. We find him first in Listerling, in the 
Co. Kilkenny, building himself a hermitage beside a wall. In 
Ireland, as well as in the East, the anchorite's cell and holy 
well are generally found united. Water formed an essential 
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•element in the hermit's meagre fare, and beside a bubbling 
spring he invariably took up his abode. Thus we find St. 
Moling and his well linked together. k 

For a time our saint resided at LisWling. Some article 
was stolen from him whilst sojourning there, and he left the 
place in anger, declaring that Listerling would never be with- 
out a thief. To the present day the peasants tell you that 
this prophecy has been literally fulfilled. Calling together 
his disciples, he proceeded at their head to Mullinakill (two 
miles to the North- West). They chanted litanies as they 
went. It is worthy of note that he is the only one of our 
Irish saints who pursued this form of devotion. When Mullin- 
akill had been reached he betook himself to a cave or grotto, 
half* a mile from the present holy well of Mullinakill (Mullin's 
■Church). To this well he came each morning to wash his feet, 
which were ulcerated. One day a woman who owned three 
cows seeing him perform his ablutions, and not knowing who 
lie was, wished him bad luck. " Oh, unlucky woman," re- 
plied St. Moling, " it were better for you to have staid at 
home/' She knew not that the incredible amount of milk 
which the cows yielded was due to the fact that he had bathed 
his feet in the stream in which the water- cresses grew which 
Ihe cows ate. To Mullinakill the crowds began once more to 
dBock, and the saint fled to Columbkill near Thomastown. 
There they followed him, until goaded by their presence he 
walked across the rugged side ol Brandon Hill. More than a 
.century before, St. Brendan of Clonfert (the renowned travel- 
ler) had pitched his hermitage on this same mountain. The 
wanderings of this patriarch and the venturous voyages of 
Columbus had the same motives and, it would seem, a like 
success. Both Irish Saint and Genoese mariner gained their 
object, the first — in discovering " a vast tract of land lying 
far to the west of Ireland, where he beheld wonderful birds 
and trees of unknown foliage, which gave forth the perfumes 
of such excellent spices, that the fragrance thereof clung to 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



468 Irish Franciscan Twtiary. 

their garments when tte travellers returned to their native 
shores "; the second in reaching the El Dorado of his 
dreams — America. . 

Our readers will pardon this digression in favour of St. 
Brendan and we shall proceed with our sketch of St. Moling. 

Crossing Brandon Hill (called after St. Brendan) he took 
up his abode at Rosbroc, since named St. Mullins. There he 
blessed a well and planted the traditional hawthorn bush. 
After some years, gathering his disciples round him, he fore- 
told his death. He had no earthly goods to bequeath them ; 
but he left them a copy of the Gospels written by his own hand. 
He calmly expired on June 17th, 697. The Cavanaghs of 
Borris, Co. Carlow, descendants of Dermot McMurrough (King 
of Leinster in the reign of Henry II.) took possession of the 
parchment scroll, and held it for centuries. It is now in the 
MSS. Library, Trinity College, Dublin. 

The water flowing from St. Moling's well continued after 
his death to work many miracles. Brother John Clynn of the 
Franciscan Abbey, Kilkenny, tells us that during the plague 
which devastated South Munster in 1348, "Bishops, prelates, 
churchmen, and religious lords and commons came to the 
waters of St. Mullins, and might be seen in thousands wend- 
ing their way there, some through devotion, but others — and 
they were the greater part — from dread of the plague, which 
was then very rife." In our own time the festival of St. 
Moling is celebrated at his holy well on the 25th July. The 
saint is honoured in two or three sanctuaries, and the "patron 
day " has been varied for the convenience of pilgrims. 
Numbers still frequent the undulating slopes of St. Mullins, 
and bathe their maimed limbs in its salutary waters. The 
writer was present on one September evening when a ragged 
boy and his mother toiled up the hill leading to the ruined 
shrine. The youth had come from Dublin to be cured of a 
violent pain in his head. He firmly believed in a miracle being 
worked in his behalf, nor was his mother less hopeful. Let 
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us trust they were not disappointed in the Saint's intercession. 
The mullein plant grows here in vast luxuriance. The remains 
of a Danish rath stands close to the river, and clothing its sides 
and summit, grows the mullein plant. Perhaps it takes its 
name from the patron saint of the place. 

A row up the River Barrow, terminating in a visit to this 
sanctuary of Ferns' first bishop, will amply repay the tourist 
and archaeologist. Here, both will find food and recreation 
for the mind, and they will not hesitate to rank St. Mullins 
amongst the " Holy Places of Ireland." 

Laura Gray. 



THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 



(Continued from page 430.J 
St. Francis had instituted his First Order in 1209. It was 
in 1212 that the Second Order came into being. 

During the time of the Seraphic Fathers preaching in 
Assisi, St. Clare, who came of one of the noblest of the families 
of that town, put herself under his direction with the purpose 
of attaining Christian perfection. Her younger sister, St. 
Agnes, and some other maidens of the town, anxious to lead 
a more religious life, followed her example. St. Francis, with 
the desire of separating them from the world, gave them a 
rule of life which was based on the poverty of the Gospel. 
Such was the beginning of the Second Order, called that of. 
the Poor Dames, or Clares, after St. Clare, the first Abbess. 

The new institution spread with almost the same mira- 
culous rapidity as that of the Friars Minor, or First Order. 
The example of a young girl sacrificing youth, beauty, fortune, 
and all the expectations which her position in the world held 
forth, to become the Spouse of Christ, made a deep and lasting 
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impression. The illustrious virgin St. Clare soon beheld 
herself surrounded by a host of chosen souls ; she became 
the mother of a countless family of faithful virgins, with 
whom she shared her own unselfish spirit and the glorious* 
birthright of poverty which was willed her by holy Father 
Francis. It is impossible not to be full of astonishment at 
the wonderful progress of an Order so austere, so poor ; to see- 
such a number of weak women providentially supported and 
preserved in the midst of misfortune, want, and trials of all 
kinds. It was not from the ranks of the lower or middle 
classes only that St. Clare recruited her communities. Many of 
her children, like herself, had been reared in luxury, many 
came from the splendour of courts; no few queens and 
princesses, appreciating at their just value the kingdoms of 
the earth and the grandeurs of the world, sought in the re- 
tirement of the cloister the poverty to which is promised the 
kingdom of heaven. 

It was in the year 1221, that, " enlightened by the Holjr 
Ghost," to use the words of Clement VII., our Seraphic Father 
conceived the idea of establishing a Third Order, in favour of 
people living in the world, to which he gave the name of the 
Order of Penance. This Order was intended for the recep- 
tion of persons of both sexes who wished to reach religious- 
perfection while living in the midst of the world ; and by its- 
means the state of religion was made in great part accessible 
to all. Such was the holy founder's aim ; and we shall see- 
shortly that he provided in an admirable manner in the rule 
the means of satisfying exactly all the duties of each state in 
life and at the same time of reaching a most exalted sanctity.. 

The establishment of the Third Order was the last work 
of the great servant of God, and was as the last pledge of his- 
zeal for souls. 

Having founded these three Orders and reaped by their 
means abundant fruits of salvation, St. Francis' mission was 
done. God wished to grant him at the end of his life one 
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more trait of resemblance to His Divine Son by working in 
his behalf a miracle until then unknown. 

One morning, about the time of the feast of the Exaltation 
of the Holy Cross, while St. Francis was praying on Mount 
Alverno, a rocky precipitous place where he often sought 
rest from the^fatigues of the apostolate, a Seraph, clad won- 
drously with six luminous wings, descended in rapid flight 
towards where he stood. When the vision was nearer, the 
Saint saw amid the wings, the figure of One whose hands 
and feet were nailed to a cross. The sight caused the Saint 
great amazement ; his soul was stirred by mixed emotions, 
among which joy and sorrow prevailed ; and he understood 
that it was not by corporal martyrdom, but by the all-con- 
suming ardour of love, that he should be transformed to the 
likeness of Jesus Christ crucified. The vision left him, and 
St. Francis quickly experienced its marvellous effects ; from 
that moment a furnace of love was kindled in his heart, and 
on his body appeared the sacred Stigmata. With this 
" passion " on Mount Alverno, and the great honour of bear- 
ing in his body the wounds of Christ crucified, culminated 
the earthly life of St. Francis. In memory of this signal 
favour, and of the loving fire which consumed his soul, the 
great Saint was called the Seraphic Francis, and the Order 
he founded bears the same title. After this wonderful grace, 
our Father thought of nothing, sighed for nothing, but 
heaven. His soul, sore wounded with love, could no longer 
abide on earth at a distance from his well-beloved, and on the 
4th October, 1226, it soared to the eternal tabernacles. St. 
Francis was in the forty-fifth year of his age anil the twen- 
tieth of his conversion. Two years after, in 1228, he was 
admitted to the roll of the saints by his illustrious friend, 
Cardinal Hugolini, who had become Pope and taken the name 
of Gregory IX. His feast day was appointed to be kept on 
the day of his death. A noble son of St. Dominic, and lover 
of the Franciscans, Pope Benedict XIII., caused the statue of 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



462 Iriah Franciscan Tertiary. 

the Patriarch to be placed in the niche which it now occupies 
in the Vatican basilica. By order of Benedict XI. the feast 
of the Stigmata was kept by the Order on the 17th Septem- 
ber. Paul V. caused it to be observed by the universal 
Church. 

* After the death of St. Francis, his precious remains were 
interred in the Church of St. George, but Gregory IX., with 
the enthusiastic help of all classes, built in Assisi one of those 
stately temples, which only the ages of faith seem to have 
been capable of erecting to the glory of God and of His 
saints. In 1230, the body of St. Francis was disinterred and 
carried to the new basilica, while sacred psalms were sung, 
and the hymns chanted which were composed by the Pope 
himself for the solemnity. God allowed the resting-place of 
the holy Patriarch's relics to remain unmarked and unrecog- 
nised for nearly six centuries. There was, indeed, a tradition 
that the tomb of the saint lay at a great depth under the 
high altar. Pope Pius VII. permitted excavations to be 
made to ascertain the exact position of the relics. The task 
was begun in secret, and occupied fifty-two nights. The 
coffin was at last reached, and the sainted body found. Its 
identity was proved, and on the 5th September, 1820, Pius 
VII. published an encyclical letter to announce the glad 
tidings to the Christian world. The relics rest under the 
high altar of the basilica of the Sacro Convento, which 
crowns the fortierTlike Assisi, and watches over the much- 
loved chapel of the Portiuncula, which is very little distant 
en the plainl 

(To be continued.) 
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STRIVING. 



Gazing on the task before me, 
The unfinished task of years, 

I grow so hopeless, oh ! so hopeless, 
That my hot eyes fill with tears. 

Night and day I'm striving, striving, 
Striving when the others play, 

Striving e'en when spent and weary 
With the labours of the day. 

Yet the end seems never nearer, 
All my striving comes to naught, 

And I bend me o'er my labour, 

Struggling with eaeh bitter thought, 

That will enter uninvited, 

To my weak and weary, heart 
When I see the others finish 

All their labour and depart, 

Leaving me alone, so hopeless, 

With my task unfinished still, 
And I murmur in my anguish : 

" Dearest Lord is such Thy will P " 

Then at times a voice speaks softly, 

Close beside my listening ear : 
" I will bless thy feeble striving 

And will hold each failure dear." 

So I strive and strive for ever, 

Though my heart and hands may bleed, 

Though the years drag onward slowly, 

And I never may succeed. 

Joseph. 
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CONFERENCE. 

ON HOLINESS. 



u Be ye therefore perfect as also your heavenly Father is perfect." — 

Matth. v., 48. 

Evert day in the year the Church keeps the feast of some 
of her saints. All of them have been remarkable. Some, 
however, tower above the rest to a height of sanctity which 
only its Author can measure. In the face of such dazzling 
aaintliness we are apt to be overcome with unreflecting 
admiration. We picture the saints to ourselves as full grown 
figures, crowned and at rest. Barely do our thoughts turn 
on their years of trial, upon what it took to make saints of 
them. 

If we could see the mustard plant, on which our Lord 
made so many parables, -at its full growth, and bearing on its 
branches " the birds of the air," we should very likely take 
it for granted that the lofty plant had been reared from a 
goodly shoot, or at least, from a root of some bulk, and not 
as the Gospel has it, from " the smallest of seeds." 

No matter how we think, the plant has had a very lowly 
commencement, and every one of the saints, be he of the 
greatest in heaven, came into the world as slenderly equipped 
as any of us for the career of holiness he was to run. Except 
the Virgin Mother and St. John the Baptist, who was 
sanctified in his mother's womb, everyone born of Adam 
came into life with the stain of sin upon him. At the out* 
set we have been on a level with the greatest saints. If we 
are riot now pleasing to God's eyes, if the grace of baptism has 
not, like the grain of mustard seed, grown and expanded and 
borne fruit, the fault is all our own. 

But, some will say, growth in holiness is not of such 
absolute necessity. Enough for me if I keep clear of mortal 
sin, or at least, if I balance my account with Divine Justice 
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evenly, setting good/vork against sin, and sin against good 
work. If I get into heaven at the end it is all I want. 

This, however, is matter for something more than flippant 
talk. We are bound to be holy, obliged by God to be saints. 
"Ye shall be holy, because I the Lord your God am holy." — 
Lev. xi., 44. And holy not in a passible way, but in the 
measure of the saints, nay, like to God Himself. "Be ye 
therefore perfect as also your heavenly Father is perfect." 

As to our obligation — at once the simplest and most con- 
elusive reason is : God bids us. 

Again, the weakness of our nature. " Man is prone to 
evil from his youth." Not that we may hope to excuse our 
sinning by saying to our Maker : " This nature Thou gavest 
me was evil and brought me down to this." No ; nature in 
us is weakened and impaired for good compared with its 
state as it issued from the hand of the Creator, but it is not 
depraved, it is not bad. There is a struggle going on within 
us when we wish to do good, and we are borne far more 
readily to what is evil. Yet nature never overcomes us. 
We give into it, we allow ourselves to be vanquished, If 
we wish we can resist to the bitter end. The " lust of sin " 
(the leaning of nature towards what is evil) " is under us, 
and we have dominion over it." Our natural propensities 
bring us in one direction ; if we want to overcome, we may 
not merely resist the strain, we must draw ourselves to the 
other side, and the farther* we go from the point to which 
nature tends, the less hold has it upon us. In the words 
of a late writer : " If a man is not rising upwards to be an 
angel, depend upon it he is sinking down to be a devil. He 
.cannot stop at the beast. The most savage of men are worse 
than beasts! " The world is full of such men. Men blasted 
ii character and in hopes, who have allowed nature to get 
ike upper hand of them, and having tried all things unlawful, 
hive found their level, simply because they cannot descend 
lover. They have gone out of themselves into the darkness 
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of sin. With such men, good inclinations are things of the 
past. Their state is a kind of spiritual apathy only broken 
by some unpleasant thought of being in a position woe- 
fully and almost unalterably wrong. This did not come upon 
them in a moment. It was the work of months and years. 
They did not plunge at once into degradation. First, 
admiration for what was pure and holy was blunted ; then" 
came a spirit of sarcasm, a carping at things high and un- 
speakable ; afterwards slowness in the performance of most 
unmistakable duties, and when unwatchfulness was at its 
height they were betrayed, and sin came in on their soul in 
a flood. They, too, wanted to avoid mortal sin, and they 
thought that enough. They aimed at the lowest place in 
God's favour, and missed even that. 

Thus the weakness of our nature shows that we need to 
sanctify ourselves ; there is another reason : the strength of 
habit. The best things, after a while, do not seem even good 
to us. What was at first sweet, turns sour. The prayers 
that we could once say with fervour, after a time come to 
our lips without waking up our hearts. To hear Mass may 
at one time hav^ seemed a half-hour spent with the angels. 
Confession was then no trouble to us. We almost felt the 
effect of absolution. The prodigal son did not rise with more 
relief from his forgiving father's feet, than we have from the 
side of the priest. Communion was an unspeakable hap- 
piness, a foretaste of paradise ; but time changes all this. 
The old prayers are now lifeless. Confession and Com- 
munion are not so frequent as they once were, and when we 
do go to Confession and to Communion, our dispositions are 
far different. How are we to avoid this P Simply by keep- 
ing alive within us a true devotion, a true holiness, for true 
devotion is never satisfied with what it does, but always 
wishes to do more. If we were to live in this spirit we 
should be, if not saints, at least in the way of it. 

So much for our need of being holy. Now how holy 
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should we be P Suppose a man has lived well for a long time* 
and during that has sought to improve, is there a day when 
he may say to himself : " My work is done," or even, " I am 
doing enough ? " 

No; we can never do enough. " Be ye therefore perfect 
as also your heavenly Father is perfect. ,, These are our 
Lord's words. He did not mean to say that we were to 
strive after impossible things, to try to be holy as God. 
What the words mean is, that we are bound, as far as it is in 
man's power, to become like to God's holiness. " Christ," 
says a learned commentator, " has set up for us a mark which 
He knew we could never reach, in order that we might reach 
as far as was in our power."" 

Broadly speaking, there are two sections of Catholics, the 
observant and the careless. "We are thrice happy if we 
belong to the first. We must not, however, think that 
admittance is enough, but should try to keep our footing. 
"Keep that which is committed to thy care." " The path of 
the just as a shining light goeth forwards and increaseth 
even to perfect day ; " the perfect day which shall dawn 
ipon us when our earthly tenements no longer shut out the 
glory of God's face. 

* But if we are careless about our sanctification we ought 
to take heed' to ourselves in time before carelessness turn 
into sinfulness. God tells us that He is a t( jealous God." 
Why not give Him the best of our lives. People say too 
conmonly — " When I am old I will be pious," as if age of 
itselt were sufficient to bring on devotion, and as if the fag 
end o5 a life frittered away on the world were good enough 
to offer Him to whom we owe every breath we draw. 

But who has promised us the power to do even this? 
Shall w^ have an old age to give to God ? What foolishness 
is this ? We cannot put off the harvest time. It will come 
whether w$ like or no. One thing we are sure of — if we do not 
bestir ourselves we shall find our hands empty. Our seed-time 
\ 
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in now. Now ! Up to this we have not repaid the husband- 
man for his care. God grant that when he comes to gather 
as into his garner he may find that we have brought forth 
ripe fruit. 



THE LITTLE HERMIT. 



Wandering in a glen remote, 

Far down a deep ravine, 
A primrose sweet I chanced to note, 

Clad in its. mod est sheen. 

No eye save mine had seen it there, 

For hermit-like it grew, 
And yet it bloomed as fresh and fair 

As if the whole earth knew. 

A crystal stream beside did flow, 
Which back its image gave, 

And yet it never stooped to know 
How looked it in the wave. 

Oh ! words of man, I think, could ne'er 
Appraise that simple gem — 

So fresh and fair and selfless, there 
It hung upon its stem. 

" Creature of God," aloud I cried, 
u Cease, cease thy lecture, pray ; 

My heart is troubled, and my pride 
For shame hath fled away. 

" I would be known and praised of all. 
The theme of gods and men : 

Brighter than pearl in court or hall, 
Thou hidest in the glen. 
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" I've read of olden anchorites, 

That lived in caves unknown, 
And spent their silent days and nights 

In praise of God alone. 

" Thus spendest thou thy days and nights : 

In one unbroke Amen, 
"Worshipping God with thine own rites, 

Lone hermit of the glen." 

R.O.K. 



FELIX'S VOCATION, 

(Continued from page 444.) 



" Always, always ! — how could I be otherwise P But yetr 
, another thing I promise you, Uncle John — I shall give you= 
cause to be proud of me ; I swear it by those fearful^wounds 
you bore for my sake !" 

And two hot lips were pressed fervently on the sorely^ 
maimed arm, a tear fell on it, and then Felix rushed from 
the room. His heart was overflowing with sorrow, longing,, 
and gratitude, and he wanted to give vent to his feelings. 

The thin, scarred arm was stretched in blessing ^after] the 
retreating form, and murmured words of prayerjfell from* 
the. priest's lips. The golden evening light played tnrougb 
his grey hair, and shone like a glory round it. 

From the neighbouring room Aunt Dora entered; her 
lips trembled, as though from suppressed weeping, and her 
eyelids were slightly reddened. 

" You have completed a hard sacrifice, John ; Felix little 
suspects its weight. How many struggles, how much anxiety 
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of mind, you voluntarily take on yourself ! It will be of no 
avail. Sooner or later he will come to know all. Why not 
now P He would then follow your wish, and much suffering 
would be spared you." 

" I cannot blast this hopeful young life. I cannot cut off 
violently the pinions of his soul, and leave the poor forlorn 
thing fall grovelling on the ground. It would be his death 
to know the t secret of his parents, and I have grown to love 
him far too well to inflict suffering on him— above all, on 
this point." 

" Young hearts are very elastic ; he would recover the 
blow, and take his rightful stand as a useful member of the 
priesthood. The revelation of the secret would secure him 
from being puffed up by pride. Why, my poor brother, will 
you not shift the heavy load a little from your shoulders P" 

"Because it would be cruel to crush the fresh, young, 
ideal life in Felix by the weight of that knowledge. I would 
so ^gladly allow his mind to develop unconstrainedly in its 
own lines." 

Aunt Dora raised a warning finger — " You yourself speak 
of a spirit to be feared in Felix ; why, then, allow what may 
so easily turn to his destruction an unconstrained develop- 
ment P You have every cause to fear it." 

The pastor shook his grey head— " God is merciful. If 
Felix has received a- sad heritage from his parents, he has 
also received a Christian bringing-up in our house. He is of 
a spirit to be feared ; whether good or evil will gain victory 
in him remains to be proved." l > 

So the old mother of the innkeeper's wife was right after 
all. Felix did not become a priest, but a doctor, like the 
old practitioner who came twice a week to the village, and 
wore gold spectacles ; he was getting very old, and would 
soon* die — then, doubtless, Felix would take up his practice. 

But who could ever have believed that Felix, whom the 
parish priest had so often pointed out as his successor, would 
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not follow his uncle's wish, but went his own way ? He was 
too worldly, and wanted to become a grand man. "Well, 
when one came to think of it, he had most outlandish eyes — 
they would never suit a priest — and he had such a way of 
looking down at you with them, and carrying that curly head 
of. his in the air, so unlike his reverence. Why, even at his 
prayers, he could not be lil^e anyone else. While every one 
round was on their knees, he stood bolt upright in the middle. 
You would know he was praying only by his hands, and, 
somehow, he used to fold them in a most devotional manner. 
It was a sad thing for his reverence,* the gossips all agreed, 
that his nephew should not choose the state of life he had 
fixed on for him, for he went about as though he could not 
reconcile himself yet to the idea. 

When parting with Felix, whom Martin again drove to 
the station, he once more made the sign of the cross over the 
young man's handsome head, with an unspoken prayer ; but 
JFelix, lifting the maimed arm, reverently pressed his lips to 
it. When he lifted his head he looked almost as gentle and 
kind as his uncle.- 

The villagers had noted all this, and it served as a topic 
of conversation for many a day after ; but other events 
occurred, and, by degrees, it came about that only very rarely 
some one hazarded a remark about the parish priest's Felix, 
who had gone away six years ago, and wondered if he ever 
would return. When a question on the subject was addressed 
to Aunt Dora she invariably replied that her nephew had be- 
come a clever doctor, who did them both great credit, and in 
answer to any astonishment expressed at his never coming 
home to see them, gave her questioners to understand that he 
had travelled far and wide; then the matter dropped again, and 
thus four years passed in the monotonous round of country life. 
Suddenly the news got wind that the pastor's Felix, as the 
villagers still called him, had become a celebrated doctor, to 
whom hundreds of the sick travelled to obtain a cure. The 
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postmaster and the inspector had read it in the newspapers, 
•where were also the account of some extraordinary cures that 
iie had effected. Up at the preshytery, Aunt Dora, her face 
beaming with smiles, confirmed the truth of the report. The 
parish priest came out much more frequently n9w, and was 
•constantly seen sitting under the jasmine arbour. 

His hair was silvery white and his face much shrunk, but 
his cheeks had a faint rosy lint, and his kind blue eyes were 
;as bright as ever. So then it was true ; the pastor's Felix 
was a celebrated man and a great professor, who had lately 
founded] an establishment for the reception of numerous 
patients who came to him from afar. His speciality was 
diseases of the eye, and some wonderful restorations of sight 
were due to his treatment. 

One day a piece of news ran like wildfire round the village. 
'The postman had brought a blue envelope to the presbytery, 
and the contents were that Felix, the pastor' s Felix, was coming 
home, and would arrive that very day. In the twinkling of 
:an eye the whole population, young and old, were out and 
besieged the presbytery, where they stood .in rows near the 
entrance waiting the arrival of the great professor whom for 
•over ten years they had not seen. They all were resolved to 
-miss nothing of the meeting between uncle and nephew, there 
was sure to be rare doings on the occasion, and to while away 
the monotony of waiting they spoke of Felix, what he was in 
i;he past, what he used to say and do— all his deeds were 
chronicled — and amused themselves by conjecturing how he 
would look, and what he would say now. 

Inside the presbytery all was commotion ; the servant maid 
-on her knees was polishing up the floor, while great drops of 
perspiration shone out of her face from downright distraction, 
ior might not the expected visit take place at any moment. 

Some girls from the village sat in the back garden and tied 
wreaths and bouquets for their very lives ; Aunt Dora divided 
her time between cooking and hanging clean curtains, and 
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worrying everyone for' not going fasc enough. The old 
priest sat tranquilly in the garden beneath the jasmine, now 
fast assuming autumn tints, his hands softly folded, a happy 
smile playing on his lips. 

" He has kept his word right nobly, and well I may be 
proud of him. If only he has kept himself good and upright 
through it all!" 

Heavy footsteps were heard approaching ; it was the old 
sexton Werner, carrying a bunch of late flowering lilies. The 
old man walked feebly : he was bent nearly double from age. 

" Your reverence, Aloysia sends the last lilies from her 
garden to Master Felix — Pr6f essor Felix, I mean " he correct- 
ed himself. 

" Gall him simply Felix. I like it much better," said the 
uncle, taking the -lily branch. " And how is Aloysia P Is she 
glad that he is coming to see us at last P" 

"Certainly, your reverence, certainly. She is drawings 
near her end" — and the old man passed his coat sleeve across* 
his^eyes. " She eats nothing almost and never leaves her becL 
When the leaves fall I shall be laying her in her grave." 
The priest looked at him with eyes full of compassion, then, 
pressing his hand sympathetically, he said : "Tell Aloysia 
from me th^t Felix will very soon go to see her, perhaps even 
to-day. Like a fair flower that she is I must see her cut off 
in life before myself. Well for ber that she can rest so calmly 
in death !" 

A vigorous footfall disturbed his meditation. A tall, well- 
knit figure stood before him, the well-posed head held with a 
peculiar haughty air. The old priest sprang up, his heart 
beating rapidly ; he shaded his eyes with his hands and looked 
at the new-comer. 

" Uncle John !" cried a well-loved voice, whose tones he 
had not heard for so long, " Uncle John, your Felix is here f 
He has come back the same as he left you !" 

Down on the ground beside Aloysia' s lilies, which had 
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fallen through his uncle's hasty moVement, the tall, strong 
man knelt before the white-haired, trembling old priest, 
looking up with sorrowful surprise at the thin, pale face. 
For a moment no word was said, the priest was looking long 
and earnestly into his companion's eyes. Wonderful eyes they 
were, so unfathomably deep, and yet so calm and clear. Then 
with an outburst of joy, trembling in every tone of the weak 
voice, " He has remained unspotted by the world. Oh, God, 
I thank Thee ! " The slender hands passed caressingly over 
the dark, curly hair, and then to the bronzed face, seeking in 
the features he knew so well of old, the lineaments of the 
merry, handsome boy ; they were the same—" the child is 
father of the man" — and the high-minded, enthusiastic, 
boyish face was still there, only far, far handsomer. His 
cheeks were still smooth, but sun-burnt, and over his entire 
being was a peculiar atmosphere of purity and untainted 
innocence. What power within him had thus guarded his 
body as a fair temple, despite the battling with the world ? 
" He has returned unspoiled, untainted ! " said his unole, 
as he looked once more into the calm eyes where the whole 
eoul seemed mirrored. 

(i Uncle John,'* half whispered Felix, taking the priest's 
hand within his own. " Uncle John, I have kept my word ; 
but only because your image, ever enshrined in my heart, held 
me back from evil." 

It was a •great event in the village, this home-coming of 
Felix, and supplied food for gossip for many a long day ; the 
week after, you might safely wager, on seeing two or three 
]*eople talking together, that their conversation was of him. 
By degrees they learned more of his life during the past years, 
and their wonder grew greater. He had been in the Holy 
Land and sken Bethlehem and Jerusalem; he had sat on 
Mount Thabor and bathed in the Jordan. He had climbed 
Mount Sinai, and dwelt with the desert tribes. He had 
seen many lands and people, and had many hairbreadth 
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escapes. He had been face to face with the dread Asiatic* 
cholera, but remained unscathed, as if by a miracle, though, 
he had stayed to give help to the plague-stricken wretches 
who were dying by the hundred around him. 
. (To be continued.) 



THE ENCYCLICAL LETTER OF OUR HOLY 
FATHER LEO XIII. ON THE CONDITION OF 
LABOUR. 



The labour question has been more than usually prominent 
of late. Many things have combined*to fix the attention of 
the public upon it, and even those not so directly concerned as 
the employer and the employed have acknowledged that its 
settlement on wise and just lines would be of benefit to all 
classes. The many and constantly occurring strikes, the for- 
mation of trade unions, the almost general celebration of the 
1st May as Labour Day, with the unhappy disturbances which 
in some countries have taken place, speak the necessity of 
having the relations between employer and employed accom- 
modated according to the rights of both. Governments may 
call out troops, may baton or shoot down demonstrators by the 
hundred, but the imprisonment or killing of comparatively a 
few men will not reassure, will not pacify the many. So 
called legal force, when unjust, is powerless eventually against 
moral right. On the other hand, the combination of many 
men against a few does not endow the former with a larger or 
a more stringent claim than each individual would of himself 
possess. A mild, conciliatory spirit, as well as the deep know- 
ledge of the just claims of the employed and the employer, are 
necessary in one who would bring to a peaceful issue this much, 
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involved struggle. Most opportunely has the Holy Father set 
himself to the task. His position as Head and Father of the 
most widely spread and most numerous of Christian communi- 
ties, his long experience, deep learning, and impartial judgment 
.are sure to win for his words the respect which is their due. 

If the noble letter l)e Conditione Opificum were but read 
And studied by governors and governed it would go far with 
fair-minded men to eradicate all the abuses which are now de- 
plored. The Encyclical is long and we are unable to reproduce 
it word for word ; the following is, however, a summary of its 
leading points. 

A brief introduction touches on the importance and diffi- 
'Culty of the question and the necessity of having it promptly 
settled. Immediately the Holy Father exposes the fallacy of 
the Socialist solution, which would mean the abolition of all 
private property and would make everything common. He 
goes on then to speak of the Christian view of the subject, 
stating that in conformity with that view many different 
principles and factors should concur, but first and foremost 
the Church, without whom the others would be useless. 

In this connection, the Encyclical recalls to memory the 
teaching of the Gospel, according to whioh masters and work- 
men were not intended to be opposed to one another, but to 
live in concord by fulfilling their relative duties, and further, 
that they were intended to live in friendly, even brotherly 
■union, being both of them members of the one family. These 
teachings the Church is not content with bringing to our 
-minds, but does all in her power to have observed, being at all 
times anxious to procure for the needy all the moral and 
material aid which the charity of Christ alive within her 
thinks to be to their advantage. 

The Encyclical then dilates upon the action of the State in 
this matter : admitting that in a general way the State should 
busy itself for the well-being of the working classes, and in 
particular that it should intervene when its responsibility for 
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the common good demands it. And in reference to this the 
Encyclical considers in detail the principal eases which call 
for this action of the State, as for example, the rights of 
private property, the maintenance of public tranquillity, the 
well-being of the working man both as regards his soul and 
his body, the Sunday's rest, the scale of wages, the hours of 
labour, taking into consideration its kind, and the sex and age 
of the worker. 

The last part of the Encyclical deals with the workmen 
themselves, and in particular reviews their societies and asso- 
ciations, such as those for mutual benefit, of assurance against 
accidents, the various kinds of apprenticeship, the corporate 
unions which are adapted to these changed times, which the 
State should encourage,and favour, without encroaching on 
their freedom of action. A great deal is inculcated with re- 
gard to these societies, but in a special way it is insisted upon 
that they should be led and governed in a Christian spirit. 
The good that has been done obtains its fair meed of praise. 
The Holy Father desires that yet more may be accomplished, 
and the letter closes with words of ardent exhortation to every 
one concerned, urging him to do his part in the great scheme 
and secure as far as he can its success. 



NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



Mission in Dromkase, Co. Leitrim. 

The Mission which Fathers Cooney, Browne and Cassidy, 
O.S.F., opened in the beautiful Church of Dromahair, Parish 
of Dromlease, on Sunday, 7th June, was closed in a most 
solemn and impressive manner on the evening of Sunday 
21st inst. The mission was most successful throughout* 
the good people of Dromahair and Newtown-Manor showing 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



478 Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

the greatest anxiety to avail themselves of the ministrations 
of the fathers whom the respected and zealous pastor, 
Father Oormac M'Sherry, had invited to conduct the 
exercises. 

On Sunday, 21st June, immediately after the Sermon in 
Manor Church, a monster procession wps organised by the 
fathers ; over two thousand people took part in it. Nothing 
could be more striking than the long line of the procession 
as it moved along the road over-looking the beautiful and 
historic Breffni Valley at the head of Lough Gill, and then 
defiled into a field where, under the shadow of the mountain 
known as O'Rourke's Table, a temporary altar, most tastefully 
decorated, had been erected. Here Benediction of the Most 
Holy Sacrament was given by the y*ery Rev. Canon Cahillr 
P.P., V.F., Killanumnery assisted, by Father M'Sherry, P.P., 
and Father Michael M'Ternan, C.C., Dromlease. 

The procession then reformed, and returned to the church 
in the most admirable order. A number of very beautiful 
banners, kindly lent by Dr. Maguire of Manor-Hamilton, 
were borne in thie procession,. and added very much to the 
effect. After the Benediction in the church a very fine Celtic 
Mission Cross, richly sculptured, was blessed. 

In the evening the closing ceremonies commenced at 
half-past six. Owing to the immense concourse that had 
assembled it was deemed best to have the exercises in the 
open air, and a grove adjoining the church was availed of 
for the purpose. After the closing sermon, which waa 
preached by Father Cooney, the Baptismal promises were 
renewed in the most earnest and solemn manner ; the Papal 
Benediction was then given. At the request of the parish 
priest, the Very Rev. Dr. Maguire, P.P., V.G., Manor- 
Hamilton, addressed the vast assemblage. In feeling and 
eloquent terms he congratulated them on the glorious results 
of the mission. After alluding to his own life-long affection 
for the Order of St. Francis ; he reminded them of all the^ 
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% territory of Breffni owed to the Franciscans, who had 
settled in their midst in 1508, in the beautiful Church and 
Convent of Creevelea, founded by Owen O'Rourke, Prince of 
Breffni, and who in the darkest and fiercest days of persecu- 
tion had continued, in many cases at the cost of their lives, to 
minister to the afflicted people. He told them that to-day the 
Friars of the same grand old Order were labouring as zealous 
missionaries to carry on the same good work, for in nearly 
all the surrounding parishes the most successful missions 
^ver given in the country were conducted by the Irish 
Franciscans. And on the part of the priests and people 
he wished to express his deep gratitude to the fathers for all 
*the good they had done. 

Benediction of the Most Holy Sacrament was then given, 
and thus terminated the mission, which will not soon be 
forgotten by those who had the pleasure of assisting at it. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

The 13th centenary of St. Gregory the Great was observed 
.-at Rome with great pomp and solemnity. 

• * * * 

The Rev. Father Denza, aBarnabite, who some time since 
was placed over the Vatican Observatory, has been invited to 
Paris to attend a Congress of those who are noted for know- 
ledge of astronomy. The chief object of the Congress is the 
production of a map of the heavens. Each country represent- 
ed is to undertake the reproduction from photographs of a 
portion of the celestial sphere. It seems that the enemies of 
•the Pope are indignant at the preference shown to the Vatican 
Observatory over that of the Italian government. This latter 
never belonged to the Italians, but was coolly annexed by them, 
and is really the property of the Holy Father. 

* • • * 

Quite a number of pilgrimages are to be made to Rome 
•during the autumn. France, Spain, Belgium, Switzerland, 
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Austria, England, Germany, and some of the American 
republics will be represented. 

• * # * 

The sixth centenary of St. Anthony of Padua was kept 
last month in Franciscan Churches with very few exceptions, 
and these were unavoidable. 

* * * * 

The Boman government is still filching from the Confra- 
ternatie8 of the holy City. The funds left or contributed for 
pious purposes and the help of the sick and indigent have 
been seized one by one. By this time all will have been con- 
fiscated, even the moneys left for the relief of the departed. 
Such acts as these have in the past provoked fearful retribu- 
tion; at present poverty and misery are spreading rapidly and 
there is scarcely any help available. 

# ♦ * * 

Our readers will, we are sure, bear in mind the great 
indulgence of the Portiuncula, or Our Lady of Angels, which 
will be near at hand when they shall have received this month's 
Tertiary. The conditions for gaining it are as follow, — Con- 
fession and communion, and a visit to a Franciscan ohurch, 
or any church to which the favour has been granted by the 
rloly Father. Confession may be made to any priest who is 
authorised to hear confessions, and communion maybe received 
in any church. The ordinary confession of one who goes 
weekly to the Sacraments is sufficient ; one who does not must 
go to confession on the Feast day or its eve. The indulgence 
can be gained as often as you visit a Franciscan church, pro- 
vided you have fulfilled the other conditions. It should not 
be forgotten that the indulgence may be applied to the relief 
of the souls in purgatory. 
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As a consequence, his first reply to the summons of Marin 
was stamped with manly resolution. When repeated to the 
latter it deeply irritated him. He got his artillery in posi- 
tion against that part of the fortress which appeared weakest, 
and opened on it a fierce fire. 

Night was falling. The besieged replied as they best 
could, but the disproportion of strength was manifest. 
Marin had almost two hundred combatants ; the governor of 
the citadel, scarcely more than twenty who could be depended 
upon. The remainder were unused to the management of 
arms, or interdicted from their use by their priestly or 
monastic character. They found it impossible to prevent the 
enemy from setting fire to the gate of the first line of the 
fortification, which was near the walls of the town, and had 
to seek refuge behind the second rampart, which was itself 
all too wide for the number of defenders. Towards mid- 
night a great shouting announced that the Gueux had broken, 
through that defence also, and the little garrison had only 
time to retreat to the third and last place of vantage, called 
the Blue Tower, from the colour of the stone out of which it 
was built. 

The governor did not yet despair of holding the Blue 
Tower until the arrival of his son. The tower was com- 
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pletely surrounded by a fosse full of water, and as it was 
built entirely of blocks of stone, it seemed an impregnable 
mass at least to the eye. But as soon as the enemy, heated 
by the recent success, began to rain missiles against every 
opening, and there appearing no confirmation of the promise 
of relief, the governor's soldiers began to mutter that they 
were betrayed, that the much-talked-of reinforcement was 
only a lure, and that they had no more any mind to fight. 

The governor, unable in the darkness to discern friend 
from foe, cried out that if they all fled he would fight to the 
end ; that never a Gueux should pass the threshold except 
across his dead body. A fresh confusion increased his 
embarrassment. Many of the wives of those who had sought 
refuge in the citadel, thinking that all was lost, gave way to 
shrieks and lamentations which no effort of father or husband 
•could still ; the pitch darkness and the incessant discharge of 
muskets added to the unearthly din. The governor's wife 
-and daughter, hanging about his neck as if to prevent his 
using his hands, implored him to have pity on them and 
cease his fatal obstinancy. He shook himself free, and 
•calling Father Nicholas, desired his opinion. The latter said 
that he was no soldier, and could not form an exact idea of 
the situation. It was serious, no doubt, but was not such as 
would prevent them from holding out for a few hours more ; 
that it was absolutely necessary to wait till daylight and see 
if the expected reinforcement would arrive. At the worst 
there was nothing to be hoped from a capitulation, no matter 
what conditions were guaranteed ; what trust could be put in 
people who had already broken their oaths to God and the 
king? Immediately he put his advice into practice, en- 
deavouring, with the aid of his brethren, to give heart to the 
soldiers, to pacify the women, and help as far as his holy 
and peaceful profession permitted in making the defence 
practical. The balls of the Gueux followed one another 
without intermission. The tower shook as if wrested from 
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its foundations ; it was thought at some times that it was on 
fire. The disorder increased within. At last the governor 
asked for a truce. 

At the word silence reigned on both sides. The governor 
offered to render the tower, the captain of the Ghieux agreed^ 
and these were the terms of the surrender : — Marin promised 
to do no harm to anyone in the citadel, whether layman or 
cleric, and to allow all to depart freely. Everything in the- 
tower belonging to the vanquished was to become the spoil 
of the conquerors. 

During this time the ecclesiastics, who had heard all, 
went to confession, one to the other, and heard the confessions 
of the laymen. The Cure, Nicholas Poppel, had brought 
with him the hosts which had been consecrated before the 
attack on the town to preserve them from the desecrating 
hands of the heretios. Almost all who had taken refuge in 
the tower came with fervour to receive from his hands the 
Holy Communion, as the early Christians in the darkness of 
their prisons nourished themselves for a last time with the^ 
Bread of the Strong before presenting themselves in the 
amphitheatre. 

Pledging themselves anew, the Gueux made their entry, 
and it caused a pang to the venerable servants of God to see 
how many of their townsmen, of their parishioners, and even* 
of those whom until then had been counted the most staunch r 
had swelled the ranks of the victors. 

The moment he was within the walls, Marin caused all 
who were found in the fortress to be gathered into a large 
upper room which occupied the centre of the tower. Im- 
mediately, like so many savage beasts, the Ghieux threw 
themselves on the unfortunate captives, crying out:— "All 
you have is ours. Show us your coffers, empty your purses,, 
turn ouft your pockets ! " They searched them, stripped 
them, jostled them about brutally, and of this treatment the 
Franciscans came in for more than their share. They would 
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not understand that these religious had literally neither gold 
nor silver nor any other precious thing about them. They 
were dragged first into a kitchen, and then into a wide and 
lofty chamber where they were asked their names. These 
were slowly and carefully written down. 

The object of making this list was to enable the heads 
of the heretical party in Gorcum, and more particularly two 
of them, to gratify their private hatreds. In fact, as soon as 
these two men had run over the names of the captives, one 
called Theodore Bommer was led forth along with his son. 
Bommer had for long been feared and detested as one of the 
most strenuous champions of the Catholic faith. It was cast 
in his teeth that he had called the Gueux as they were 
approaching the town, "robbers and thieves of sacred 
vessels/ 9 He satisfied himself with saying in reply that he 
hoped to God he had been deceived. "To make me a 
liar depends upon yourselves. Respect those things which I 
have accused you of desecrating, and I shall be delighted to 
retract what I have said." The Gueux, however, had no 
mind to accept his challenge. The most forward of them 
had already stripped the churches of Gorcum, and from the 
main-mast of their leading ship fluttered the consecrated 
banner which used to be seen in the place of honour in all 
the devout processions of the town. Theodore was dragged 
off, and a few days later, in spite of the terms offered in the 
capitulation, they hanged him in the public square. 

The insults, threats, and coarse jokes of which the 
prisoners became the object may be imagined. Error is 
naturally cruel. One after another came to the door of the 
room where the prisoners lay, as if it were a place pf amuse- 
ment, and each visitor made it a point to deliver himself of 
his curse or his ribald joke. What were these bald pates but 
supporters of papacy and of the Spanish power. On them 
should be paid off the wrongs done the Reformers by the 
Due d'Albe and the rest. Indeed, their fate was certain 
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from the first : the hangman of Dordrecht had been sent 
for. 

In general the prisoners made no answer, except what 
might be inferred from their firm attitude. Governor 
Gaspard Turc, as was his duty, reminded Marin of his solemn 
promises ; he was put in irons and thrown into prison without 
being allowed to bid adieu to his wife. " The man is a 
furious papist," said Marin. " If his heart were opened you 
would find it full of Cur£s and Friars." 

A soldier had found a patena among the sacred vessels 
which had been stored in the citadel, and threw it with all 
his might in the face of Father Nicholas Pic, whose mouth 
it cut. The holy guardian seemed not to notice the incident, 
and preserved his usual serene air of good-humour. 

At his side Nicaise and Yillehade, both Franciscans, read 
and meditated as composedly as if in the silence of their cells. 
Yillehade was a Dane, who had to fly from his native land 
and find refuge in Holland, on account of his fidelity to 
religion. His advanced age, which rendered him almost 
helpless, served to mark more strongly the energy of his 
character. 

The Cure Nicholas Poppel appeared somewhat downcast. 
His pale, sad face was thought evidence of his fears for his 
own safety, but wrongfully, as was proved later on. He was 
thinking of the treachery and apostacy of his flock. 

The other Cur£, Leonard Vichel, could not be persuaded 
that the threats of the heretics were serious or the danger 
real. He had so often during his long ministry been of 
assistance to them, and screened them when in danger, that 
he thought it impossible that they would not show pity to him 
and those with him. He had recognised a certain Anabap- 
tist whose life he had saved and whom he had reconciled to 
the Church. He appealed to this man, and demanded his 
good offices in favour of himself and his companions. The 
object of his charity did not deny the service done him, spoke 
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much of his gratitude and his pity; but, either afraid to 
compromise himself, or having merely feigned conversion* 
mingled hastily with the crowd and disappeared. 

After a day of hope and fear had passed more of the 
prisoners were culled by name, and with them the women. 
This time, however, it was for their liberation. All the lay 
people were successively allowed to pass out before the even- 
ing closed. They had all to take the oath, and in addition to 
give a heavy sum by way of ransom. All this course of 
action was plainly an infringement of the terms of surrender ; 
but worse was to follow. The priests and religious were not 
permitted to follow their comrades, but were dragged to 
the dungeon of the fortress, into which they were thrown 
with violence. 

An old secular priest named Godfrey Dun£e, a man of 
spotless reputation, but who was thought not to be in poses- 
sion of all his senses, was the only one who seemed likely to 
escape. As he was led to the drawbridge, one of the towns- 
people asked the soldiers why they were letting him go free. 
"Because he is crazy," was the answer. "Crazy! If he 
has sense enough to manufacture his God when saying Mass, 
he has sense enough to be hanged." The soldiers shouted 
with laughter, and, thanks to the awful blasphemy, Dunee 
was brought back again to prison. 

The Guardian's youthful nephew, whose fond affection 
for his uncle we have mentioned, would also have been 
detained, but managed in some way to escape. The Guar- 
dian himself might have done so if he cared. One of his 
sisters had a nephew, who was on the best terms with the 
Gueux, among whom he had seen service. In fact, Count de 
Bossut, who commanded for the king at Rotterdam, had 
condemned him to death on this account, and Father Pic had 
gone to Rotterdam, and through his influence and urgent 
entreaties had begged his life. The escape had not made 
the man more faithful to religion, nor more prudent, but at 
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least he was deeply grateful for the service which had been 
done him. He came to see Father Pic, and in the presence 
of the other prisoners, as it was impossible to see him alone* 
he begged him to fly, promising to find the means of doing 
so safely. The Guardian at once turned to his brethren, as 
if to consult them. Most of them were deeply affected at 
the thought of his leaving them, and one who without doubt 
did not add muoh to the credit of his glorious companions, 
went so far as to say, " Was it not you, Father, who brought 
us to this P Will you be the one to abandon us P " A most 
inconsiderate reproach, and one which, though unmerited, 
deeply moved the heart of the holy religious. " Not so, my 
friends ; not so, my brethren," he said. " Please God, I will 
never leave you. So long as one of you remains I shall stay 
by his side ; and if one must die it shall be I, or else we 
shall die together." Then turning to his well-meaning 
visitor : "lam grateful ; but, my friend, you know I am a 
father, and you cannot induce me to desert my children." 

The prisoners had eaten nothing from the evening before : 
worn out by such a terrible night and day, they were falling 
down from weakness. It was a Friday. Every kind of 
meat was brought them for supper. It is scarcely necessary 
to A say that they preferred to go supperless than give the 
heretics the triumph of seeing them break the law of absti- 
nence. Hereupon commenced, properly speaking, the acts 
of 'their martyrdom. All that had happened was but the 
prelude. 

The reader will excuse us for stating, even in some detail, 
the horrible cruelty to which they were subjected. It would 
be almost sacrilege to take a flower from their crown or 
obscure a single trait of their heroism. 
(To be continued.) 

For Catholic Talks, apply for Catalogue (post free) to 
R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Bow, London. [Advt.J 
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THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 
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THE ESTABLISHMENT OF THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS; 
A WONDERFUL SUCCESS. 

The establishment of the Third Order carries us back to the 
year 1221. The people were so strangely moved by the 
preaching of St. Francis, and had conceived such a confi- 
dence in him on account of the daily wonders he worked, 
that from all sides numbers came to consult him on their 
salvation. Their demands soon took a definite form ; they 
wanted a rule of life fashioned by the Saint himself. Thence- 
forward the holy Father busied himself with the project of 
forming a Third Order, open to persons of both sexes, who, 
unable to change their condition, might by its means remain 
safely in the world, and there attain religious perfection. 

The following is the description given by various hands 
of the first beginnings of this holy institute : — St. Francis 
happening to pass through Poggibonsi, in Tuscany, met 
there an old friend of his, the merchant Lucchesio. The 
character of the latter is differently conceived by those who 
hare written about the Third Order. One account makes 
him known for avarice and passionate attachment to one of 
the factions which were doing their best to ruin the country. 
At all events, he seems to have been up to that period a 
worldly-minded man. The words of St. Francis had such 
effect on him that ever after he was just as generous and 
liberal to the poor as he had been hard and grasping before. 
He kept an open house for pilgrims and strangers, and was 
almost prodigal in his ideas of hospitality. One day, he and 
his pious spouse, Buona Donna, prayed St. Francis to devise 
a way of life for them which would suit their condition. St. 
Francis answered that he had been thinking for some time 
of instituting a Third Order in which married people and 
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others who could not quit the world might serve God in a 
more perfect way, and he believed they could not do better 
than to enter it. After some serious reflection Lucchesio 
and Buona Donna craved admission. St. Francis made them 
wear a simple habit of grayish colour, with a knotted cord 
for cincture, and gave them, by word of mouth, some direc- 
tions which they were to observe until he had composed the 
Rule. In a little while, he received a great number of the 
inhabitants of Poggibonsi and Florence. Such was the 
origin of the Order of Penance, or the " Third " Order of St. 
Francis, as it was called in reference to the two other Orders 
which he had already established. 

" By the institution of the Friars Minor, St. Francis had 
drawn back troops of monks from the desert, and had instead 
eent them abroad over the world to preach the word of God. 
By the institution of the Third Order he introduced religious 
life into the heart of the family. The world became filled 
with young women, widows, married people, men of every 
rank in life, who publicly wore the habit of a religious 
Order, and kept its ordinances in the privacy of their homes. 
The spirit of association, which swayed the middle ages and 
is the spirit of Christianity itself, favoured the movement. 
As one belongs to a family by blood, to a society by mutual 
service, to a nation by birth-right, to the Church by baptism, 
so was it the general desire to belong, by special devotion, to 
one of those glorious armaments which served Jesus Christ 
by preaching and doing penance. Men put on the livery of 
St. Dominic or St. Francis, became grafted upon these 
mighty trees to live by their life. Their churches were 
frequented, their prayers shared; friendship was shown 
them and good- will. The track of their virtues was trodden 
in, closely and carefully. There was no longer any wish to 
fly from the world in order to become like the saints ; every 
chamber might be a cell; every house a Thebaid. The 
Spirit of God changed its manner of working with the change 
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of times : it proportions its miracles to our miseries ; after 
flourishing in deserts, it now made its appearance on the 
highways." — (Lacordaire, " Life of St. Dominic. 99 ) 

It had scarcely been founded before the Third Order began 
to spread in a marvellous fashion. It invaded every rank in 
society ; everywhere were Tertiaries to be found : at court, in 
the army, in public positions, in all honourable and decent 
professions. These generous-souled Christians fulfilled every 
part of their Rule without either affectation or human respect, 
giving to all who knew them the actual ideal of perfection in 
the secular state. In Italy, their constantly increasing 
numbers disconcerted the wicked projects of Frederic II. of 
Germany, who was then at enmity with the Holy See, to such 
an extent as to cause his Chancellor to complain to him, that 
this work of St. Francis had done more to ruin his interests 
in Milan than many a costly army. 

Rapidly it spread -across the other countries of Europe — 
to France, to Spain, to Portugal, to England ; there are 
numerous traces of the early advent of the Third Order in 
Ireland; and in all these countries, and in America 
and Australia, where its history is briefer, it holds ground, 
and increases daily the number of its adherents. Among 
these many kings and queens have given their subjects the 
noble example of taking the humble habit of penance. The 
Annals of the Order furnish us with the names of a hundred 
and thirty crowned heads, who thought it an honour to profess 
the Rule. 

We might give in detail the names of Emperors and 
Empresses of Austria, and of Constantinople ; of Kings and 
Queens of Spain, Portugal, Hungary, Poland, Sicily, Greece, 
Denmark, Norway, and Sweden. In France alone there wa& 
quite a long list of kings and queens, who were Tertians of St. 
Francis. For instance : Louis VIII., and Queen Blanche of 
Castile, his consort ; St. Louis IX. ; his Queen Margaret of 
Provence ; their daughter Blanche ; St. Jane of Valois r 
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daughter of Louis XI. ; Anne of Austria, mother of Louis 
XIV. ; Maria Theresa of Austria, his Queen, who wis professed 
on the 18th October, 1661, and in the same year chosen 
superioress of the Congregation of the Third Order in Paris. 
To these might be added a lengthy list of princes, dukes, 
oounts, and other notabilities. The records of the Order 
make them amount to six hundred. 

The sentiments of these truly noble men and women are 
touchingly expressed in a letter written by the Cardinal de 
Trejo, in 1623, to Father Luke Wadding. "You think it 
worthy of praise in me," he writes, " that after being clad in 
the purple of the Cardinalate, I have taken the habit and 
made solemn profession of the Rule of the Third Order of 
our Father, St. Francis. Could I, who owe all I am to him, 
do less than devote myself entirely to his Order P The cord 
of St. Francis is fit cincture for the regal purple; St. Louis of 
France, St. Elizabeth of Hungary have worn it, and many other 
kings and princesses. To come to our own times, Philip the 
HI. of Spain has died wearing the habit of the blessed 
Patriarch; Queen Elizabeth, spouse of Philip IV., and 
Princess Mary, his sister, are both professed in the Order. 
Tou should not, therefore, wonder because a Cardinal thinks 
it no shame to place the grey habit over his purple. If such 
garb appears mean, it is all the more appropriate for me at 
this moment, when, raised to the summit of honour in the 
-Church, I am bound, by practising the greatest humility, to 
Avoid the danger of pride. But what say I P St. Francis* 
.ashen habit is a true purple, capable of adding dignity to 
king and cardinal ; a true purple, because steeped in the 
blood of Our Lord Jesus Christ, and in the blood which 
issued from the wounded hands and feet and side of his 
servant, Francis, it grants regal rank to all who wear 
it. What, then, have I done in putting on this holy habit ? 
I have added purple to purple ; the purple of royalty to the 
purple of the Church ; and so far from humbling myself, I 
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have reason to fear that I have done myself too much 

honour, and given myself fresh motive for indulging in 

pride." . 

. (To be continued.) 



AT THE COMMUNION. 
(in a time of sickness.) 



Jesus of Nazareth passeth by ! 
Oh, sick and sorrowful, hear the cry. 
Run from your houses and your beds, 
Lift heavy hearts and drooping heads : 
He from whose touch the virtue flows, 
Up and down through the city goes. 

Up and down, through the poor and weak. 

Amen, dear Lord, I have one sick ; 

Enter Thou at my door, I pray, 

As to the leper on a day 

Didst enter, blessing his poor room ; 

So with Thy presence, Master, come ! 

For one most sick do I entreat, 
For one for whom Thy hands and feet 
"Were pierced, and Thy side opened, 
For whom Thy Precious Blood was shed, 
For whom Thou worest the thorny crown. 
Come in, Lord Jesus, save Thine own ! 

Here Thou art lowlier even than when 
Thou wert a workman amongst men, 
Clad to Thy station, and so pale 
With working many a miracle, 
And tired with going up and down, 
And sick folk clinging to Thy gown. 
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Had I been there I should have gone, 
And by Thy pathway, lying prone. 
Have touched Thy garment's hem, and kist 
The places where Thy foot had prest, 
"Wringing my heart out with my plea, 
Till Thou hadst turned and come with me. 

They never said Thou didst not heed 
Any who came in deadly need, 
Hear Thou me now, for one most dear, 
My dear, for whom I have to fear : 
Since sick is sick, and dead is dead, 
Unless Thy quickening word is said. 

Katharine Tynan. 



CONFERENCE. 



ON AFFLICTION. 
" My hour is not yet come." — John ii. 4. 
That there is a providence of God — a divine, far-seeing 
love, exercising itself untiringly about every created thing — 
and that we the special objects of that all-seeing, all-provid- 
ing love should be, at times, not merely unhappy or downcast, 
but miserable and forlorn, seems to be a contradiction. "We 
cannot think of God without believing that we are something 
to Him, that each one, no matter how inconsiderable, is 
thought of, his life planned out, his movements scanned, his 
feet guided to good or drawn gently away from evil. We are 
at no time alone. We cannot go where God is not. We 
cannot hide our thoughts, for our hearts are bare to Him. The 
pagans could not endure this thought which is so familiar, 
so homely to us. They shuddered at the idea of a personal 
providence. One of their great objections to the Christian 
religion was that the God of the Christians was a constant, 
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though unseen, spectator of all men's actions, or as they said 
in their ignorance, an inquisitive God. But to us the thought 
that God takes care of us, that at no time are we out of His 
reach, is not unpleasant. Our thoughts of God are not harsh. 
His eye is always upon us, but it is not to find us out in evil, 
but to save and bless us if we will it to be so. But that God 
should be supremely good, that He should perceive each one 
of our sorrows, and that He should permit pain and grief and 
shame to come upon us, while He has the power to relieve us, 
is hard for us to understand. 

There are few of us who have not at some time or other 
been afflicted. Perhaps it was pain of body ; perhaps sickness 
and death had attacked one very dear and hard to be spared ; 
perhaps it was our character that had been injured, or vice 
had possession of one whose shame and misfortune was ours 
too ; perhaps melancholy had entered our minds, and we felt 
as if life were not worth living ; or business had gone 
astray, and debts thickened about us, and how to pay for 
bread was a problem. Whatever it may have been, we cried 
out to God, we prayed as if we were not to be refused ; we 
were not weary after the first, we persevered, we wore out 
our hopes, and God gave no sign. Why P Because it was 
not time. His hour had not yet come. It was the answer 
Jesus made His mother at the marriage feast in Cana of Galilee. 
The wine had failed, and Mary wished to spare the young 
people the shame of such an acknowledgment. She turned 
to her Son, and as one having power with Him she said : 
4S They have no wine." Jesus answered : " My hour has not 
yet come." 

When we are sore and afflicted, when trouble, or, perhaps, 
poverty presses hard on us, we, too, apply to God, and not 
seldom we are refused, for God's hour has not yet arrived. 
And we find this hard to bear, and we even go so far as to 
think wrongly of God. We are foolish and rash enough to 
think that we know what is best to be done, and in our sel- 
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fishness put our wants in the first place, and think because we 
are nieglected that nothing can be right. "We say to our- 
selves : " Does God think of us at all, or can it be that He is 
unmindful of our necessity ? " 

It is wrong of us to say this. God thinks more of us 
when we are in affliction. He do§s not refuse to relieve us, 
but He does so at His own time and in His own way. Some- 
times the prayer for relief is answered quickly, sometimes 
it is put off again and again. Mary's request at the marriage 
feast was at first denied, at least seemed to be denied, and 
soon after was satisfied by a miracle. There are some who 
live for years with a heart-breaking sorrow, from which they 
beg and implore to be relieved and are made happy only by 
death. Whether God's time is sooner or later, it is the best. 

It is the best because it is chosen from full knowledge of 
each one's past. Affliction is sometimes sent as a punish- 
ment, sometimes as a reward. It is not hard to think of 
affliction as a punishment for wrong-doing. The banishment 
of the king of Babylon, his herding with beasts until he be- 
came like to them, does not seem strange when we remember 
his sin of pride. But it is not easy to look upon suffering 
and shame as a reward and a blessing. Yet Job was a man 
approved of God, a just man ; and yet the Almighty afflicted 
him and did not spare him, He was not afflicted in punish- 
ment of aught that he had done, but to put him to trial and 
make him exercise the virtue he possessed, to make his mind 
more steadfast, to deepen his trust, to enlarge his charity, to 
try his patience. So, too, with us ; temporal evils are the 
punishment of sin, sin but half atoned. And not seldom they 
are a blessing and a reward. 

There are such things as half-hearted conversions, when 
God '8 goodness and one's own unfaithfulness were set before 
us very strongly and made a strange impression, perhaps an 
impression for the moment only. Nothing might have come 
of it. , We might again have lapsed into forgetfulness of God 
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and of ourselves. Bat during that time of grace we did 
something of value in God's sight, something which pleased 
Him, and made Him look upon us with pity. It may not even 
have been an act of very great virtue. Still it was something 
better and purer than ordinary. Soon after our life was 
shadowed by some sorrow, or pain or disease worked its will 
upon us. Strange to say, we took it passively at first, we that 
would have been so impatient formerly, and soon our thoughts 
and language and whole existence grew better and purer. We 
who had thought of God only when it was forced upon us to 
do so, who had been living to please ourselves, no longer found 
it disagreeable to be pious and unselfish. God has rewarded 
us. He has sent us affliction, and affliction had silently and 
surely worked out our sanctification. 

Again, God's time for relieving us is the best, because it 
is chosen from knowledge of our futures. Every man differs 
from his fellows in appearance, in voice and look and manner, 
and still more in disposition. One bears easily what would 
utterly crush another. So affliction to one would mean mur- 
muring and despair; to another, patience and hope. In 
reference to these different dispositions, which God Himself 
has given us, He sends us trials or He keeps them back, or He 
choses them to be great and wearying, or trifling and easy to 
be borne. It were more pleasing to God that all should 
overcome the weakness and cowardice of their characters and 
take willingly and firmly whatever cross it might please 
Him to send. If we knew the difference it would make in 
our lives we should be eager for affliction and trial. We 
think only of the present pain and not of the peace and 
security which follows. We are apt to look at the outside of 
things, and to forget that God's grace works in secret, that 
the end is seldom like the beginning, that a whole lifetime 
of pain and trouble were nothing if it brought us salvation. 
The mother of Tobias felt utterly broken-hearted when her 
eon was leaving her. His father had been blinded by an 
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accident, and they were very poor. She thought it all was 
light and easy until then, but when she saw her son had left 
them her heart overflowed with bitterness, and turning to 
her afflicted husband she said : — " Thou hast taken the staff 
of our old age and sent him away from us. I wish the money 
for which thou hast sent him had never been ; for our 
poverty was sufficient for us that we might account it as 
riches that we saw our son." 

It was not strange that she should feel this as she did. 
We should have felt it as much if we were in her place. 
But what was the result P That father and mother passed 
many days in sorrow and mourning, and then their sorrow 
and trouble were taken away. Their son returned safe, they 
were put out of the reach of poverty, and Tobias recovered 
his sight. Their joy was greater than their sorrow had 
been. We cannot point to a special result for each hour of 
pain that we have endured. We cannot say yesterday and 
the day before I suffered so and so, and to-day God has 
rewarded me in this or this way. But we know that it is 
all counted over, and valued truly, and kept most carefully, 
that it may one day receive its reward. What is more, that 
the longer that day is put off the greater will the reward be. 
For " the light and passing sufferings of this time are not 
worthy to be compared with the exceeding weight of glory 
that is laid up for us in the time to come." 

Lastly, God's time for relieving us is the best, for He knows 
precisely how far prosperity or adversity are to our advantage. 
Ease and comfort and freedom from annoyance are good for 
few. There is a reality about suffering. We are more humble 
and more just, when we afflicted. Think of the great lawgiver 
oi Israel descending from the mountain after speaking face to 
face with God. That should have been the greatest hour of 
his wonderful life. He was a prophet to the people, he had been 
their deliverer out of the hand of the Egyptians, and now God 
Himself had given him honour above any that was in Israel. 
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Yet, at that moment, he was not far from the waters of con- 
tradiction. Think of him again when going his weary way 
to the top of the mountain of Vision. He reaches it, and 
down below he sees the land of promise which he shall never 
enter. That was a moment of great sadness, but still his soul 
was in peace, for he knew that God was going to take him to 
Himself. He was more truly happy then than when he came 
down from Sinai with the marks of God's favour upon him. 
It may be that relief from care to many of us is a land of 
vision, a blessing which we shall never possess in this life. 
Let us be sure that it is better for us to have been weary and 
sick at heart, and still to be able to trust that in God's good 
time we shall be consoled, than to be told at the last, 
" Behold, you have had your consolation." And to go further ; 
if we have not been visited by sorrow, if we have seen family 
after family struck and humbled in turn, while we had no 
grief, we have reason for uneasiness. The destroying 
angel went from household to household, and spared only 
those whose doors were marked with blood. Can it be 
that God is angry with us P That His leaving us in prosperity 
and happiness is a sign of indignation. Let us pray that it 
may not be so. Let us ask Him very earnestly to do with us 
what He wills, but to spare our souls. But if we have been 
blessed with affliction, and if, sometime, it is very hard to 
bear, let us think that it does not go for nothing, that w e 
are never alone, that the same path has been trod by one who 
suffered as man never suffered, and who can feel very tenderly 
for us. If at times we find our hearts grow faint, and our 
faith weak, and we think that we can bear no more, let us 
remember that Jesus sometimes halted on the way, but that 
He soon set on again when the faintness was over. Let us 
beg of Him that we may do as He has done. Though our feet 
stumble now and again, though our sight grow dim, though 
our hearts be sick and tired, let us persevere to the end. la 
not the reward worthy ? Perhaps the trial will not be for 
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long. The end may be nearer than we think. And when our 
troubles are done no one can take from us what we have 
won. We shall be at peace for ever. " The Lord Thy God 
in the midst of thee ifc mighty, Hie will save : He will rejoice 
over thee in gladness, He will be silent in His love. He will 
he joyful over thee in praise." — Sophonias, iii., 17. 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 
(Continued from page 475.) 



Imbedded in the white pillows of a snowy-spread couch, in 
the sexton's snug little home, lay Aloysia's fair head, her 
face almost as colourless as they, but the large blue eyes 
shining like stars. An expression of such heavenly peace 
and calm shone round her that one involuntarily started, as 
though a faint aureole of coming glory already encircled her 
head. The transparent hands held a rosary, while she softly 
murmured the sweet Aves, so old and yet so new, though oft 
repeated. Through the wide-opened window the mild 
September breeze came in, scatteriiig through the room 
the scent of the geraniums and myrtles placed on the 
sill ; a couple of belated butterflies were lazily fluttering on 
the pane in the straight beams of the setting sun. The 
priest had just gone ; he had given the last Sacraments to the 
dying girl in accordance with her own wish, and very touch- 
ing had been the fervour and love with which she had 
received them. The rosary seemed ended ; Aloysia slowly 
made the sign of the Cross, then cast a long, lingering 
glance around the room, as though taking leave of each 
objectjit contained; a last farewell to the beloved home of 
childhood. 

A quick step passed by the window ; Professor Halden 
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stood in the room. His handsome eyes darkened somewhat 
as he approached the bed, and saw the still, patient little 
face lying there. 

" How do you feel, Alloa P" he asked, taking her hand 
and feeling the pulse unperceived. 

"Very nicely, thanks. Don't you know, Felix, that 
every sick person, when the end is drawing near, has such a 
sensation of well-being and rest P" 

The Professor shook his head dubiously. 

" Don't they P Ah, but then, I have been so long look- 
ing forward for this day. It has been an unexpected mercy 
of God to grant me a few years longer, and I fervently 
thank Him for it. I have seen you reach the highest point 
in your self-chosen career, and that gladdens me." 

" The highest point ! — No, far from it ! To gain it one 
must first attain the highest step of self-conquest, and that, I 
fear, I shall never gain." 

" But, Felix, you in your early manhood have won what 
others only grasp after painful efforts in the decline of life, 
even when richly endowed with talents. You have proved 
yourself the eagle, to which you were so fond of comparing 
yourself as a boy, who dwells on inaccessible heights. In 
your youth you will reach the highest point of your human 
knowledge. It seems to me that I see you soar so high that 
you can find the path earthwards no more !" 

" As a boy that was all I wished. And yet, now, when 
I have reached what was then the summit of my ambition, 
and have been sated with worldly applause and renown, I 
look at Uncle John, and see how in his simple greatness of 
soul he stands far above me, and all I have won for myself 
at the cost of painful effort, mental and bodily, fades into- 
nothing in comparison of his innate nobility. 

" Alloa, if only you knew what I've suffered since my 
return from the opposing emotions in my breast. As quite 
a child, I had learned to read the beautiful soul within from 
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my uncle's face. I noticed at odd moments the yearning 
look in his eyes, telling of the longing to break, were it but 
for once, from the wearisome monotony of our village life. 
At such times, if he became conscious of my presence, he would 
start and caress me, as though to make up for some uninten- 
tional injury done me. Then, too, huge envelopes would 
come, the contents being an official notification of his appoint- 
ment to an honourable position in some large town ; for a 
moment he would be lost in dreams of a happy future, and 
aunt Dora would try and persuade him to accept ; but his 
invariable answer was : ' I cannot, on account of Felix.' His 
hand would pass gently over my head, and only a faint sigh 
give any indication of the sacrifice he was making. When 
I thwarted his dearest wish, to see me a priest, the hope he 
clung to so long and pertinaciously, again I saw that look of 
resignation on his face, the patient acceptance of another new 
cross. He bore the full weight of the sacrifice, and looking 
back on the past it seems to me as though his life had been 
but one continual chain of sacrifices, all borne silently and 
uncomplainingly, as is his wont ; his silent endurance blinded 
me to nearly all. Up to the present time the thought 
keeps recurring that it was all for my sake, and I am puzzled 
to know why. "Uncle John is the best part of my existence 
I know ; and whether wandering in the Arabian deserts or 
carried away in the whirl of the Roman Carnival, his image 
never left my mind. Do you know, Alloa, I often ask myself 
if I am worth so much self-sacrifice ? I have accepted it as 
my right, nor ever made any attempt at self-denial, and 
even now, at the first attempt to compensate for his inumer- 
able sacrifices, by settling down here, since he so firmly refuses 
to share my house in the capital, at the bare thought, every 
fibre of my frame seems up in revolt, and resists the design. 
As it was before, so it is now. I am incapable of self-sacrifice, 
even for the person nearest and dearest to my heart." 

" Felix, you are fighting in the dark. You do not yet 
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understand the struggle going on in your breast;" and Alloa 
fondly stroked with her little thin fingers the strong, shapely 
hand of the young doctor. " The attempt to immolate yourself 
by settling down here is sheer folly. The sick would 
seek you out in hope of relief and recovery; so all you 
would gain would be an increase of trouble and suffering to 
your patients, for, as you know, our road cannot be boasted 
of. Besides, your uncle would never consent. Not make a 
sacrifice for your uncle ! Felix, how little you know him ! 
It would only give him pain. Sacrifice yourself entirely to 
the suffering humanity to whose service you have devoted 
yourself. In faithful fulfilment of duty you will find your 
best reward and lasting peace. You have a glorious life's 
task before you, and I could envy you were it not that my 
stay here is so short. That other self, which your uncle 
dreaded so much, showed itself early in you in that impatience 
with your narrow circle here, and in your ardent yearnings 
for great and famous deeds ; but it was not an evil spirit which 
moved you, for instead of driving you out of your path, it 
but urged you on unswervingly to your goal." 

The sick girl paused exhausted; then recommenced 
presently: "Yes, Felix, yours is an uncommon, brilliant 
genius, which could never find content in narrow circles or 
well-beaten tracks ; this estranged you from our people here 
and often made you incomprehensible, to me, at least. Your 
talents, combined with an impetuous character, that chafed 
under restraint, and could brook no delay, alarmed your 
uncle, all the more on account of his having other serious 
reasons for guiding you with a stern, repressive hand. It 
was a happy inspiration that led him to trust that his own 
self-sacrificing life would surely make an impression on your 
young heart ; it was his gentle, yielding character inspired 
him, and it has the happy result of enabling you to com- 
prehend fully in the course of time, the whole sublime 
greatness of his seemingly common-place existence. Severity 
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would have roused your proud, spirit to revolt, but the Father's 
mode of dealing with you fostered all the nobler qualities of 
your nature." 

Aloysia was silent from exhaustion. 

" Alloa, how well you understand and know me ! Oh, 
why must your beautiful soul depart ? Why cannot you yet 
live on to aid, me P " 

" God's ways are unsearchable ; never forget that I have 
long habituated myself to the thought of death, and parting 
has little bitterness left for me." 

" Truly, has it no bitterness for you, Alloa P" 

Traces of deep emotion trembled in the professor's voice. 

Aloysia's blue eyes filled with tears. 

" I cannot say an untruth while standing face to face with 
death, dear Felix, so I tell you the separation from the kind 
priest, from grandfather and " 

" And from me, dear Alloa P" 

" Yes, from you — comes hard on me ; but I do not fear 
death. My life here was a very narrow one." A heart- 
breaking smile for a moment lightened up her pale, dying 
features ! " When I am up there I can see far, far out, over 
the wide world. I can see the places you have visited and 
described to me so often, in the Holy Land, and you must 
know I shall seek out closely the ways in which you have 
gone." 

" Yes, do so," Felix said with an effort, turning to the 
window to hide his emotion. A long silence followed. 

" Do you remember that strange beggar who accosted me 
in the churchyard, Alloa P" 

u Yes, right well, Felix," replied Aloysia, with a startled 
look. 

" That man came once to my house in the capital, and said 
some extraordinary things. Will you hear them P" 

Aloysia's eyes answered in the affirmative. 

" Well, then, he told me I was of a noble race, and was 
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the son of an Italian count, and that my unci© would confirm 
this assertion." 

Felix ceased speaking, lost for a moment in his own thoughts. 

"Do you believe it P" 

Felix shrugged his shoulders. 

"I promised uncle to ask no questions as long as it 
seemed well to him to keep silent. It is a point on which I 
am conscious of no ambition. Thank God, I would gladly 
barter a royal ancestry for the conviction that Uncle John 
was really a blood relation of mine. One thing is, that I 
have no cause to be ashamed of my parentage — of that I am 
assured by uncle." 

" Has he given you an assurance of that P" asked Aloysia, 
with a faint tremor of agitation in her voice, and making a 
vain attempt to raise herself a little. 

" Why, he said my parents were wedded by the laws of 
the Church and of man, and that is what I meant to express." 

Aloysia sank back, without reply, on her pillow, very 
pale and quiet. Felix now stepped closer, and, seeing the 
death-like hue of her face, said, reproachfully : 

" I am a bad doctor, Alloa. I let you tire yourself out 
completely, talking to myself, and lay then the sternest of 
commands on your grandfather not to allow you to exert 
yourself. There is my old selfishness cropping up again. I 
shall give you some of the cordial." 

" Do not mind it, Felix ; and if you have anything still 
to say, go on speaking. In my present state nothing can 
harm me. This will be the last time we shall ever speak to 
one another." 

A heavy shadow passed over the face of the friend and 
doctor, but he made no attempt to gainsay her words. His 
experienced glance had long foreseen the change now taking 
place, and therefore it was that he gave utterance to the 
words concerning himself and his future course, which for 
the past fortnight had been trembling on his lips. 
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" Alloa, dear, I have nothing more to tell/' and his dark 
eyes rested sorrowfully on the thin, calm face. 

" But I have something to ask yon, Felix, before we 
part ; nothing is ever refused to a dying person, you know. 
Will you listen to me P" 

" Say on, Alloa ; whatever it may, be your wish shall be 
a command for me/ 9 

** Then, Felix, while you were a child, and then as a grown 
up boy, you always had the habit of saying your prayers 
standing, and with uplifted head. Do you do it still P " 

A faint red coloured the finely formed forehead of the 
young professor ; he nodded. 

" I know you had no meaning in it, that it was not done 
to defy those who can bend their heads in prayer. There is 
that in your character which makes it almost impossible for 
you to bow down even to God. For all that, your prayer 
may be more acceptable to Him than that of many others 
who worship on bended knees and in humble attitude, but 
whose hearts foster jealousy and ill-will. Still, your exterior 
is certainly wanting in that reverence which is due to the 
majesty of God, whom we should never approach but with 
the deepest humility and submission. Will you think of 
that in the future, Felix ? It will be a beginning of self- 
conquest l" 

" I promise it to you faithfully I" 

" Thank you with all my heart. Now I must give you 
a keepsake of your old playmate ; take this Rosary. I got it 
on my first Communion day from your uncle. Will you not 
say it sometimes, Felix ? " 

"Alloa, Alloa,'' cried Felix, with an outburst of uncon- 
trollable grief, " my fond dream of restoring you to health, 
where has it vanished to P I stand powerless before this in- 
sidious disease, unable to prevent its progress. Yet it was 
for your sake I became a doctor. My selfishness has been 
bitterly punished ! Instead of staying near, and curing you, 
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I wandered over the globe in search of f frrae,, arid in striving 
to satiate my craving for knowledge; and yet you alone 
sufficed to make me happy," 

"Do lay by those self- torturing thoughts, Felix. Con- 
sumption was born in me, and no doctor could have cured it. 
My grandfather let no opportunity pass of getting me the 
best medical advice. Felix, do not make the parting hard 
for us both. Always bear me in mind as a true friend.'' 
She stretched out her transparent-looking hand, which Felix 
seized convulsively. 

" Oh, what a death-bed f Alloa, you are a Pray for 

me ! Ask any other promises you will from me ! I know I 
shall keep them in order to become like you I" 

" No special promise is needed for that ; in your uncle 
you have an example infinitely more worthy of imitation. I 
shall always pray for you — always." 

The gentle, weak voice trembled a little. 

"Alloa, when my life's labour is over, when I am in 
grace with God, you will come and call me away, will you 
not ? " He spoke half choked with emotion. 

" When it is best for you," replied Aloy sia in a dreamy tone. 

" Yes, when it is best for me/' he repeated low. 
(To be continued.) 



EVENING THOUGHTS. 



Oh ! dear to my heart is the sweet twilight hour, 
When beautiful nature is taking her rest, 

When all things around breathe a mystical power, 
And purest emotions awake in my breast. 

'Tis then when the song-birds are hushed in the grove, 
Save the songstress of eve, with her musical lay, 

My soul sweetly tastes the delights of above, 

And in love and in trust to her Lord wings her way. 
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But tho' love sheds its lustre on all tbat we see, 
And opes to the loved one the purest of joy, 

While the vision's obscured, still dark must it be, 
And instead of a smile there must come forth a sigh. 

Oh ! would that my spirit, im pinioned and light, 
Could leave for one moment this desolate vale, 

'Twould flee unto regions of boundless delight, 
Concealed from it now by mortality's pale. 

E. de Marie. 



THE SANCTUARIES OF JERUSALEM AND THE 
FRANCISCAN MISSIONS OF PALESTINE. 



We call the attention of our readers to the following letter, 
which the Holy See has addressed to all the Bishops of the 
world, in relation to the Franciscans of the Holy Land, their 
guardianship of the Holy Places, and the administration of 
the funds entrusted to them. The original of this letter is to 
be found in the Irish Ecclesiastical Record for the month of 
April : — 

"20th February, 1891. 
"Most Illustrious and Reverend Lord, — 

" Not long since the Sacred Congregation of the Pro- 
paganda carefully examined everything that relates to the 
wants of the Missions of Palestine, and to the organization and 
management of the fund administered by the Franciscan 
Friars for the care and guardianship of the Holy Places. On 
that occasion petitions addressed to the Holy See on the same 
subjects were also set forth. 

" It is clear that, owing to the special circumstanoes of our 
times and the increased facilities for travelling, the desire had 
daily more and more sprung up amongst the faithful of visit- 
ing those places which our Saviour, Christ our Lord, by His 
presence and preaching, but above all, by His death and Holy 
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Sepulchre, has made illustrious, and for that reason very great 
expenses are necessary in order to provide hospitality for the 
pilgrims. Moreover, no small expenses are required for pre* 
serving and restoring the sanctuaries, for erecting schools and 
for promoting the missions. 

" When investigating the administration of the fund for 
these purposes the Sacred Congregation found out that the 
amount collected is wholly inadequate to so great a burthen. 

" Having recently carefully inquired into the accounts for 
the last ten years, it discovered that the income of the Custody 
of the Holy Land hardly reached one million of francs. This 
income is derived from three sources : — A part comes from 
the offerings at the sanctuaries, from stole dues, and alms for 
Masses which are celebrated by the Franciscans ; a part from 
the collections which the friars make throughout the whole 
world by their own exertions ; a part, finally, from the col- 
lections which are made on Good Friday in the churches of all 
nations. This last part forms only a small portion of the entire 
income, certainly it does not exceed one-third. The peoples of 
Europe and America alike share in contributing to this fund. 

"For many centuries the well-deserving Order of the 
Minors has with a diligence and earnestness beyond praise 
laboured in the administration of this fund ; whilst treading 
in the footsteps of their illustrious Founder, by hard and un- 
ceasing labours, even to the shedding of their blood, they ex- 
tended the Catholic Faith throughout Palestine, Syria and 
Egypt. Wherefore the Apostolic See has at all times not only 
honoured these religious men with its encouragement and 
favours, but it has made the pious work itself of the Holy Land 
a duty which is not confined to one country, but is truly inter- 
national. So that by this means what concerns it, by being in- 
trusted to religious men of various countries, may be provided 
for by the common zeal of the principal nations of Europe. It 
has moreover declared that the supervision of so great an ad- 
ministration belongs to the Sacred College itself. 
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" Bearing all these things in mind, and knowing that 
special care of what relates to the Holy Land has been com* 
mitted to itself by the Sovereign Pontiff, the Sacred Congre- 
gation, with the approbation of the Holy See, has thought fit 
to declare, as by these presents it now declares, .that the ad- 
ministration of the fund of the Custody of the Holy Land is 
placed under its own special guardianship, and that in the 
future, as in the past, a statement of accounts is to be presented 
every year, that it may be examined by this Sacred Con- 
gregation, and approved of by the Sovereign Pontiff. In this 
way an accurate account of the offerings will be had, and the 
Sacred Congregation will carefully examine all that relates to 
new buildings to be constructed, ancient ones to be enlarged, 
and every other considerable expenditure for whatsoever 
purpose, and it shall, with the approbation of his Holiness, 
commit the execution of them to the said Religious. 

"But in order that collections may be more conveniently 
made, it is commanded that the Apostolic letter, Salvatoris, 
given on the 20th December, 1887, be promptly put in force 
by all whom it concerns, and that the collections of the alms 
for the Holy Land to be made once a year on Good Friday, 
or on some other day within the year, are not in any way to 
be converted and applied to any other purpose, but to be sent 
•entire to the most Reverend Father Custos of the Holy Land, 
through the Commissaries of the Order of St. Francis, from 
•every region of the world ; every dispensation to the contrary 
being henceforth revoked. 

" Since very great precaution should be taken lest in the 
region of Palestine, besides these sanctuaries acknowledged 
from ancient times, new ones either recently found or here- 
after to be discovered, be imprudently established, this Sacred 
Congregation absolutely forbids anyone to set forth as authen- 
tic sanctuaries of the kind, or allow their veneration unless this 
same Sacred Congregation gives its judgment and by its de- 
cree acknowledges and approves them as such. 
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"These are the very serious considerations which were to be^ 
signified to your Lordship ; meanwhile, I earnestly entreat 
Almighty Gtod to bestow every prosperity and happiness on 
you and the faithful entrusted to your care. 

" Your most devoted brother, 
" J. Card. Simboni, Prefect, 
" + D., Archbishop of Tyre, 
" Secretary.'* 



NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



Mass again in Timoleague Abbey. — After more than two- 
hundred years of an interval Mass was once more celebrated 
in the Abbey of Timoleague on the 30th of June last. 
Many circumstances combined to give interest to the event : 
the great numbers present — we are assured, nearly 10,000 
assisted ; the presence of the Franciscans in their old home, 
the fact that the celebrant of the Mass, Father Bruno, O.S.F.* 
Killarney, was a member of the same historic family as the 
good Bishop of Boss, Boetius MacEgan, also a Franciscan, 
whose grave lay near hand, and who had been martyred for 
the faith, were reasons sufficient to give the celebration more 
than ephemeral importance. At the conclusion of the Mass r 
Father Jarlath, O.S.F., preached an eloquent sermon dealing 
with thes& and cognate topics. "The chalice, in which the 
Holy Sacrifice was offered is the same that was used over 
300 years ago in the Abbey. Legend has it, that when this 
edifice was abandoned for ever, the sacred vessel was sent to. 
Cadogan, or O'Driscoll, of Cape Clear, with the injunction 
that he or his descendants should hold it in safe keeping until 
a Catholic priest set foot on the island. The request was- 
most faithfully obeyed, and notwithstanding its many travels* 
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the chalice seems to look as perfect as ever. Some time ago 
it came into the possession of the Rev. J Mulcahy, P.P., 
Timoleague, through his cousin, Father Mulcahy, of Cape 
dear." The quotation is from a newspaper report, which is 
an admirable one except in saying that the " edifice was 
abandoned for ever." Such a celebration as we chronicle is 
proof that the glorious Old Abbey has not become altogether 
■derelict. 

During the mission of the Franciscan Fathers in Timo- 
league over 5,000 received Communion, and 1,400 were in- 
vested in the Cord of St. Francis, and more than 2,000 in the 
Scapular of the Immaculate Conception. 

* * * * 

The Retreat conducted by Fathers Begley and Haway, 
O.S.F., in Mallow, was a great success. The Church was 
•crowded almost to suffocation every evening. On the first 
Friday morning there was a general Communion of Repara- 
tion. There were sixteen priests engaged hearing con- 
fessions the preceding day. Over 2,000 received Communion 
on Friday morning. 

♦ * * * 

The Rev. Fr. F. Saez, O.S.F., has been made Bishop of 

Badajos. 

* "* * * 

The cause of beatification of the Yen. Francesco Antonio 
Fasani, O.S.F., has advanced another stage. 



PERIODICALS RECEIVED. 



Illustrated Catholic Missions (Manchester) ; Franciscan 
Annals (Pantasaph) ; La Crociata (Turin) ; Eco di San 
Francesco (Sorrento) ; Letture Francescane (Cuneo) ; AnnaU 
Francescani (Milan) ; Annates du Tiers Ordre Seraphique 
{Caen); Revue Franciscaine (Bordeaux); Le Messager de Saint 
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Frangois (Antwerp) ; Le Saint aux Miracles (Padua) ; Revue 
du Tier* Ordre et de la Terre Sainte (Montreal) ; Annates 
Franciscaims (Paris) ; Revista Franciscana (Barcelona) ; La 
Familia Cristiana (Havana) ; Die Posaune des h. Kreuzes 
(Vienna); Sane? Frandsci Glocklein (Innsbruck). 



Pantasaph, North Wales. — Under this title th* 
Capuchin Fathers have published a very interesting and 
well-written account of their foundation in North Wales. 
The pamphlet begins by telling briefly how the present Earl 
Denbigh built a beautiful church in Pantasaph, which, after 
his conversion to Catholicity, he handed over to the Catholic 
authorities of the place, and how it was finally given to the 
Capuchin Fathers. Then follows, perhaps, the most at* 
tractive feature of the brochure, an account of the coming of 
the Capuchin Franciscans to England, which happened in 
1599. We notice that an honoured name, that of Father 
O'Leary, gets due place in the narrative. The remaining 
portion of the interesting publication deals with the progress 
of the Mission at Pantasaph, and mentions whatever, and 
there is a great deal, that is worthy of note in the vicinity. 
The price of the publication is only one penny. 



Pearls from the Hidden Treasure of Holy Mass, 
by St. Leonard of Port Maurice. — Catholic Truth Society. — 
Father Prendergast, O.S.F., has succeeded in giving to 
Catholic readers a most readable translation of portion of St.. 
Leonard's loving tract on the Mass. The original has been 
translated before, but we believe that the later version will 
gain as much, if not more, favour. The style is fluent and 
intelligible, and the translator seems to have imbibed some 
of the devout spirit of the sainted author. We shall be glad 
to notice his further success in making the writings of St. 
Leonard familiar to English-speaking Catholics. The 
booklet is worth far more than its price, one penny. 
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HIS HOLINESS LEO XIII. BLESSES THE "FRAN- 
CISCAN TEBTIARY." 



We feel happy to inform our numerous readers that we 
have received from the Holy Father approval and blessing 
for ourselves and for all those who help us with the Tertiary- 
It is remarkable that in giving this blessing and approval the 
. Holy Father has changed the usual course, and instead of 
sending the letter of approval through his private secretary, 
he has done us the unusual honour of sending it through 
the Cardinal Secretary of the Sacred Congregation De 
Propaganda Fide, his Eminence Cardinal Simeoni. The 
letter is signed by Cardinal Simeoni himself, and the fact of 
this extraordinary honour conferred on us proves how deep the 
interest is which His Holiness Pope Leo XIII. takes in any- 
thing and everything relating to the Third Order of St. 
Francis. 

"S. CoNGREG. DE PROPAGANDA FlDE, 

'- "12*A July, 1891. 

"Reverend Father, 

" I have very great pleasure in acquainting you with the 

fact of my having presented to the Holy Father the first 

volume of the Franciscan Tertiary. His Holiness received 
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it most graciously, and hereby gives his Apostolic Blessing to 
you and those who help you with your work. 

" In the hope that this testimony of favour on the part of 
His Holiness may urge you to strive more earnestly for the 
promotion of the Third Order, I pray God to grant you 
every blessing, and remain, 

" Tours most affectionately, 

" John Cardinal Simeoni, Prefect." 



THE FRANCISCAN CONVENT OF DERRY AND 
THE OTHER RELIGIOUS HOUSES OF THE 
CITY. 
By The Rev. James M'Laughlin, P.P., Killeter. 



In its civil history Derry is celebrated for its memorable 
siege, but, to an Irish Catholic, it is more celebrated for the 
number of religious houses it contained up till the end of 
the sixteenth century. A history of these would fill volumes, 
hence I will only notice a few prominent outlines. 

In Pagan times it was designated " Derry-Calgach, 
Derry being the Irish name of an oak grove, and "Calgach" 
signifying a " fierce warrior," supposed by Dr. O'Donovan 
to be the same as Galgacus mentioned by Tactus. It re- 
tained this name till the end of the tenth century, when it 
was changed to Derry-Columbkille, in honour of the great 
St. Columba, whose name shall be always associated with the 
city of Derry. Derry was often designated " Termonderry," 
on account of the right of sanctuary that was attached to the 
great monastery of St. Columba. This name has long since 
fallen into abeyance, and is seldom used by the Annalists. 
The Hill of Derry is of an oval form, 119 feet above the 
level of the river, and contains 199a. 3r. 30p. This hill is 
bounded, on the east, by the Foyle, which, formed by the 
Derg, the Mourne, and the Finn, passes the city, and empties 
into Lough Foyle at Culmore, five miles below Derry. In 
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former times it was called " the Island of Derry," because 
on the west and north it is bounded by a remarkable valley, 
which begins in the south end of the town, at the base of 
Hollywell Hill, and extends to Pennyburn, a mile below the 
town. The surface of this valley was formerly undulated 
with deep ravines. In a map of Derry, in 1600, I find it 
delineated as " The Bog," and a stream runs through it till 
it falls into the Foyle. A large portion of this valley, up to 
the present time, is called the " Bogside," and the in- 
habitants, the great majority of whom are Catholics, by way 
of derision are called the inhabitants of the Bogside. The 
bog has disappeared for more than 200 years, and there is no 
appearance of the stream that once flowed here; and the 
deep ravines have been levelled. It was in this bogside the 
Convent of the Franciscan Fathers once stood. It had 
attached to it three acres of land, a portion of which was 
used for a graveyard, the rest being reserved for the benefit 
of the community. "William Street, Rosville Street, and 
Abbey Street now stand on these three acres, once the modest 
patrimony of the poor, humble Franciscans. After the 
memorable siege no Catholic was allowed to dwell inside the 
city walls, once studded with religious houses, " the Isle of the 
Derry," and the city of the great St. Columba. In course of 
time, when religious prejudices began to disappear in a 
limited degree, and when several Catholics came from 
Innishowen and Tyrconnell, in search of work, and to obtain 
means of subsistence, they were glad to settle down in the 
Bogside. Here was the nucleus of the Catholic population 
of Derry, amounting now to near 20,000. 

Wonderful and mysterious are the ways of God ! William 
Street, that stands on the land attached to the Franciscan 
Convent, runs at right-angles from the Foyle to Criggan, 
the name of a townland, which, with another townland, 
named Edenballymore, in Catholic times, belonged to the 
Bishops of Derry. Derry is a rising, prosperous city, ex- 
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tending for more than a mile beyond " the old oak grove of 
the Deny/' in a northern direction. The townland of 
Criggan is on elevated ground. Here stands the great 
Catholic Cathedral, built out of the poverty of a poor, per- 
secuted people, at a cost of £40,000 at least. On the grounds 
of the Cathedral stand the episcopal palace and the schools 
of the Sisters of Mercy. All these buildings are on high 
ground, and command a view of the Foyle and the mountains 
of Donegal, and overlook the City of Columba, with all its 
historic and religious memories. 

In 1694, the population of Deny, including also a circuit 
of two miles, was only 4,000 (Propaganda Archives). In 
1835, after the lapse of 141 years, the population of Derry 
was only 10,130, and in 1881, it had increased to 29,162. 
According to the last census, the population of Derry is 
32,893. Of this number 18,382 are Catholics, all other 
religious sects being only 14,511. The Four Masters state, 
that in the year 1600, Sir Henry Docwra sailed from England 
with 6,000 men, including colonists and soldiers, to people 
and defend the city of Derry. He is styled, u An illustrious 
knight of wisdom and prudence, and an English general." 
His conduct in Derry was unworthy of a knight, and a 
disgrace to an English general. These English troops and 
. colonists immediately began the work of vandalism " by 
tearing down the monastery and Cathedral, and destroying 
all the ecclesiastical buildings in the town, and with the 
materials thus obtained erected houses and apartments," nay, 
even some of the walls of the city. But the bigotry of 
this Vandal did not end here ; his object was to banish all 
the Catholics from the town. The Irish Society, a name of 
evil omen, followed up the policy of Docwra. In 1615, two 
years after this Society obtained a charter, they adopted 
means to have Derry inhabited exclusively by Protestants, 
for they issued an order in council, " that a certain number of 
children be sent over from Christ's Hospital as apprentices 
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and servants, and forbade all Protestants to take Catholic 
apprentices." This was the policy carried out in the Planta- 
tion of the six escheated counties of Ulster, in 1608, 1609, 
and 1610, when all the Catholics were banished from the rich 
fertile land in the barony of Baphoe, and county of Donegal,, 
and allowed to starve, or eke out a miserable subsistence, in 
reclaiming the morass and the mountain on which no Scottish 
or English planter would settle. The same policy was pursued 
in all the Diocese of Derry. Along the valleys of the Derg, 
the Mourne, the Finn, and the Swilly, the old Celtic race was 
banished, and their homes and their lands knew them no 
more. George Montgomery, the first Protestant Bishop of 
Derry, parcelled out the lands in the valley of the Derg 
among his Scottish countrymen. The Hamilton family got a 
large share of the lands of the Earl of Tyrone, around 
Baronscourt, and along the valleys of the Mourne, the Foyle 
and the Swilly. Another branch of the same family 'got the 
entire territory of Monterlony, near 100,000 acres. John 
Chapman, a Scottish servant of James I., got the castle and 
lands of Newtown, once the property of O'Neill. All the 
old Celtic race was banished from these lands to perish of 
hunger, or seek an asylum on some barren, inhospitable 
mountain. The Scottish planters were obliged by law not ta 
take Catholic servants and not to intermarry with Catholics. 

Dr. Luke Plunket, who belonged to the illustrious house 
of Fingall, was Vicar- Apostolic of Derry in 1677. In one 
of his letters to the Propaganda he says he had thirty parish 
priests in Derry, and only 5,000 families in all the diocese. 
He says his income was only £40 a year, and that he lived 
100 miles from the nearest bishop. — Moraris Life of Oliver 
Plunket. 

For the long term of 180 years no Catholic bishop resided 
in the city of Derry; that is, from the death of Redmond 
0*Gallagher, who was killed in the O'Cahan country in 
1601, till the last years of the episcopate of Dr. McDevitte,. 
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near the end of the last century. Still there was a gradual 
increase among the poor Catholics of Derry, who first settled 
down on the land of the Franciscan Fathers. Other streets 
sprang up in the " Bogside," their names indicating the 
locality. These streets were designated — " The Cow Bog," 
the " Long Bog," and the " Bogside," and in these streets, 
and in the other streets to whioh I have already referred, the 
Catholics chiefly resided. Gradually, but slowly, the poor 
Catholics found their way to the fashionable portions of the 
city. 

The See of Derry was governed by Vicars- Apostolic for 
the long period of 119 years. No other See in Ireland was 
so long deprived of episcopal government. Many causes led 
to this. In 1G00, the Cathedral, the great Monastery of 
Columba, the Convents of the Franciscans, the Dominicans, 
and the Cistercians were all demolished by Docwra to use the 
materials in building the new city, and to destroy all vestiges 
of the old religion. The feeling of hatred against Catholics 
was intensified by the burning of Derry, on the 1st of May, 
1608, by the gallant young chieftain of Inniehowen, Sir 
Cahir O'Dogherty. The rebellion of 1641 fanned the flames 
of religious persecution which were still smouldering. Then 
came the days of Cromwell and the terrible persecutions of 
those times. This was followed by the siege, which Pro- 
testants boast was the era in which religious liberty began to 
dawn in Ireland. Religious liberty! what a misnomer! 
From this era religious persecution was practised on the poor 
Catholics of Derry city and diocese, with a severity that 
would bring a blush to the face of a Nero or a Domitian. 

(To be continued.) 



For Catholic Tales, apply for Catalogue (post free) to 
R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London. [Advt.] 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



519 



A CHILD TERTIARY. 



Poor little Dan was but ten years of age. He lived out 
in the country among the green Irish fields, far away from 
any town or city. You would say, how did he know about 
holy St. Francis, and the Cord of the Third Order P Oh ! 
there is not a spot in Ireland that does not know about St. 
Francis ; and well ought it to be so. If you were to go into 
the most hidden glen or the loneliest nook, there you would 
find an old Franciscan ruin. And do you think these sacred 
ruins do not preach ? The people know all about these holy 
ruins; they know that the brown- robed Franciscans once 
lived there, and that the people in ancient times gathered 
there, and that the holy Mass was offered, and the congre- 
gation prayed, and sometimes wonderful cures were performed. 
The children get to know all things in their curious inquisi- 
tive little way. And then, when their parents take them 
into town, they ask to be shown the church where the holy 
priests live that used to be long ago in the sacred ruins near 
their own house at home. 

And, you may be sure, Irish mothers will gladly take 
their children to the Franciscan church ; for there is some- 
thing in the Franciscan Order that agrees with Irish piety 
and love, as there is something in the breeze of the Irish hills 
that satisfies the Irish heart. 

Somewhat in that way, little Dan, who was hardly ten 
years oi age, came to be a Tertiary. 

Now the poor child was sick unto death. He was attacked 
with some kind of stomach disease. Every three hours he 
had to be swathed round with burning hot blisters. Day and 
night they had to be applied, till the poor child was almost 
roasted, and the cord could no longer be worn around the 
waist, and so it had to hang around the poor child's neck. 
You would have pitied him if you had seen him. His curly 
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head was damp with perspiration. His white, pale forehead 
stood beaded with drops as thiek as dew on the green grass oi 
an early summer morning. His eyes seemed to have grown 
unnaturally large ; perhaps it was all the pain he suffered 
that made them so. 

" Mamma," he would say, "wasn't it three hours our 
blessed Lord suffered, and amn't I more than three now ?" 

Like Abraham, when Isaac would say to him, going up 
ihe mount — " My father, behold the wood and a knife ; where 
is the lamb for the sacrifice P" — the old patriarch, puzzled, 
-could only reply: "God, my son, will provide ;" so the 
mother, puzzled at little Dan's saying, could reply but vaguely 
— " God is good, my son." 

Little Dan would turn and sleep, and after a doze, short 
and troubled, he would say — " Ob, mamma, I would like to 
Hsee tbe priest; I forgot." 

" He'll be here to-morrow, Dan ; he'll be here saying Mass 
for my son." 

" Oh, but, mamma, I may not be alive when he comes ; 
and listen, mamma, Jemmy and I saw Willie hiding his 
apples in the cock of hay ; and, mamma, we stole 'em." 

" Yery well ; you can tell it, poor son, to the priest when 
he comes to-morrow." 

And, only fancy, worn out and spent and exhausted as little 
Dan was, he would not taste even a drop of water from mid- 
night down until the priest came to say Mass, and gave him 
Holy Communion. They told him that because he was sick 
and had been anointed that he need not be fasting ; it would, 
not do ; he would fast. And the way the poor child would 
put his two little hands together, all night long, and in the 
breaking of tbe morning call out: "O Lord, I am not 
worthy that Thou shouldst enter under my roof," was some- 
thing exceedingly edifying, 

That day, after the priest • had gone away, he said : 
-"Mamma, will you move away those flowers, the poor 
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Blessed Virgin can't see me P" There was a statue of Our 
Blessed Lady in the room, and the flowers hid it from hi* 
sight, poor child ! 

After a while he fell asleep, and suddenly he woke up 
.quite pleased: "Jtfamma, who was that nice priest that 
came and offered me the new cord ? " 

" That was your own sweet priest, my son, Father ,r 

" Oh, no, mamma, it was not." 

Then, he said : " Mamma, won't ye say the prayers for 
the dying at all to-day?" Every day he used to ask to 
have these beautiful prayers read. " And, mamma, won't it 
he the long ones ? " 

They knelt round his bed, he himself answering the 
Litany — always saying, "Pray for me, Pray for me ! " Now 
and again he would fail and take it up again. Towards the 
end he made a longer pause. They went over; the voice 
was silent ; the lips were mute ; little Dan was dead. 

R.O.K 



little Dan is probably the latest of the Children of St. 
Francis. We shall now give the history of 

THE EAELIEST CHILD TERTIARY— ACHAZ, OF 
TORALTE. 



Achaz, of Toralte, a village of Tharguth, in Flanders, may well 
be counted among the children of St. Francis, although he 
was too young to be professed. From his very earliest years 
Achaz wanted to live as a Franciscan Friar, although he knew 
nothing of the Rule of St. Francis. He was only five years 
old when he saw for the first time some brethren of the order 
of St. Francis, and he was so taken with them that he wanted 
to dress as they did. By prayers and coaxing and tears he 
urged his parents so much that they were forced to grant him 
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what he sought. They thought at first that it was a childish 
whim which would give place to a newer one, but the event 
shewed them their mistake. Achaz would not on any account 
give up the habit ; he went about barefoot ; he would not 
touch money, and he imitated the Franciscans in every- 
, thing. 

It is related of him that on one occasion some merchants, 
who were guests of his father, seeing the lad wearing the 
Franciscan habit, and learning that he was also keeping the 
Franciscan Rule, thought that they would put his sincerity 
to the test. They quietly slipped some silver coins into the 
cup out of which he was to drink, and they were within an 
ace of paying dearly for their trick. As soon as the boy dis- 
covered the coins he almost died of fright, and he could not 
be comforted until he had gone to confession, so great was 
the trouble this seeming violation of the Rule caused 
him. 

Achaz did not look on the habit he wore as an empty 
decoration, the value of which consisted simply in being 
worn. Not only did he himself fulfil, as far as in him lay, 
the obligations which the habit betokened, he furthermore 
made use of it to promote the welfare of others. He went 
about among the children of his own age, preaching as best he 
could, and the things he said were so just and forcible, that 
even older children were touched and edified when they 
stopped to listen wonderingly to the things he said. 

His zeal for the glory of God made it painful for him to 
witness the commission of any sin. Yet he rebuked the 
wrongdoers with sweetness, with charity, and with that 
reverence which befitted one so young. One day, on going 
into a church to assist at the Divine Office, he found his mother 
there before him in a rather showy dress. He felt pained at 
her appearance, and he said to her: " mother, how can you 
kneel in such a dress before Our Lord, who is on the cross all 
naked and covered with blood ? " So deeply did her child's 
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words sink into his mother's heart that she left the church at 
once, and never in her life again entered the house of God 
except in the simplest dress. 

There were many strange things, many wonderful things 
in that child's life, although he lived away from the ways of 
men. Everyone who knew him saw in him the wisdom of an 
old man. 

The life of Achaz, which began so marvellously, did not 
last long ; he did not see his seventh birthday. When he 
knew he was going to die, he prayed and craved and entreated 
to be allowed to receive Holy Communion. When he was 
refused, because he was too young, it almost broke his heart. 
He did all that he could to repair this dreadful loss, by per- 
forming every act of piety that he could reach to. After 
having preached his last little sermon to his parents, striving 
to console them for his loss, and after having exhorted the 
servants to the practice of virtue, he passed away to the crown 
which was prepared for him, in the year 1220, having worn 
the Franciscan habit two years. 

His father and mother were so deeply touched by the 
lessons of that little child that they resolved to quit the world. 
The father joined the Order of St. Dominic and the mother 
took the veil among the nuns of the Order of Oiteaux. 



THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 



(Continued from page 492.) 
Perhaps in no other country has the Third Order of St. 
Francis been held in greater esteem than in Spain. The Con- 
gregation of Madrid alone numbered as many as 25,000 
Tertians in 1689. In a procession which took place about 
that date on the occasion of a General Chapter of the Order, 
eighty Grandees wore the Order of the Golden Fleece over 
the humble brown habit of St.Francis. Father Luke Wadding 
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states that in his own time there were at the Spanish court 
sixty Princes and Seigneurs who were members of the Order 
■of Penance. 

We will not pause here to enumerate the number of houses 
of the Third Order which existed in Ireland. There were many 
more than have been ascertained. These houses were used by 
members of the Third Order, who, in addition to observing 
the ordinary rule, added some special regulations. They lived 
in community, and were distinguished from the other Tertians 
by being called " Regular Tertians." 

To return. : The Third Order rapidly overspread Europe, 
passing on to Asia, and plucking for itself the palm of martyr- 
dom in Japan. The Franciscans of the Observance established 
it along with the Gospel in the West Indies, and in the 
account rendered in 1686, the number of Tertians in that part 
of the world was set down as 1 18,000. 

Of all the happy results following the establishment of the 
Third Order the number of saints which it has given to the 
Church must obtain first place. " Saints," writes a pious and 
learned author, " are the glory and treasure of the Order which 
produced them. Powerful with God on account of their 
prayers, they are certain aid to their brethren who succeed 
them in fighting the battle of the Lord in the same painful 
but sweet path they once themselves had trod. They are at 
the same time for each member of the Order, models the 
easiest to be followed, as in the working out of their salvation 
they have used the same graces, the same guidance and assist- 
ance which the rule affords to all who truly observe it." 

Now the Third Order is fruitful ground even in the rich 
and fertile soil of the Church. It has produced upwards of 
ninety saints or beatified who have obtained the honours of the 
altar. It has caused the light of the most exalted saintliness 
to pervade every state in life and every degree. For instance, 
St. Louis, king of Franpe, perfect type of true greatness ; 
St. Ferdinand, king of Castile ; St. Elzear, Count of Ariano, 
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and Blessed Delphina, his spouse ; St. Yves, Cure of Brittany, 
surnamed the poor man's advocate ; St. Koch, of Montpellier ; 
the Blsssed Peter of Sienna, who knew so well how to combine 
the service of God with his humble occupations ; the Blessed 
Lucius, or Luchesius, who was the first member of the Third 
Order. 

It has had its martyrs also. Witness the Blessed Raymond 
Lully, patron of the Island of Majorca, who honoured the 
habit of St. Francis both by his life of learning and zeal and 
by his glorious death. In 1597, seventeen Tertiaries of Japan, 
with six Franciscans of the Observance, sealed their faith with 
their blood. In 1630, twenty-two members of the Third 
Order and eighteen other Franciscans obtained in their ttfrn 
the martyr's crown. 

The Order has also been the mother of a numerous band 
of illustrious virgins. There is St. Rose of Viterbo, in whose 
person God was pleased to prove the all-powerful energy of 
His grace ; there is St. Angela, of Mericia ; St. Mary Frances 
of the Five Wounds, who died at Naples in 1791 ; those 
blessed women, Yiridiana, Lucia of Salerno, Joan of Signa, 
Elizabeth of Suabia, and many more. 

Among the widowed sanctified, the Third Order counts 
the celebrated St. Elizabeth of Hungary ; her sainted name- 
sake, the Queen of Portugal ; St. Frances of Rome ; St. Joan 
of Valois, Queen of France ; the Blessed Louisa of Albertoni ; 
Blessed Michelina ; Blessed Paula Gambara ; Blessed Angelina; 
Blessed Humiliana ; Blessed Joan Maria de Maille, &c. 

It has had, too, some great penitents — St. Margaret of 
-Cortona and the Blessed Angela da Foligno. 

Thus befriended in past ages, it is even in later days 
possessed of protectors, advocates and examples. The causes 
-of beatification of a great number of Tertiaries, many of whom 
belong to the present age, have lately been under consideration. 
We may cite the names of Sister Mary LilHa of the Crucified, 
a native of Viterbo, who died the 12th February, 1773. She 
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founded five Convents of nuns of the Third Order Regular, 
which were placed under the guidance of the Franciscans of 
the Observance ; of Sister Mary of the Five Wounds of Our 
Lord, who died at Naples in 1827 ; of the Venerable Elizabeth 
Sanna, a widow, who died at Rome in 1857 ; of Sister Angela 
Pozzi, of Rome, a member of the Congregation attached to the 
Church of Ara Coeli, who died in 1846 in the odour of sanctity. 
Then there was Father Vincent Pal<5tti, a Roman by birth, 
who founded the Society of the Missions. This servant of 
God took the habit in the Church of our Convent of Ara Coeli 
on the 29th November, 1816, was professed on the 25th 
February, 1818, and died in 1849, leaving behind him a great 
reputation for sanctity. 

To the honour of the Third Order we may add that inde- 
pendent of the Saints and blessed persons, devotion to whom 
has been solemnly sanctioned by the Church, this admirable 
institute claims forty-five Martyrs and more than two hundred 
Confessors, Virgins and Widows, who may be called Blessed 
in virtue of the HxdlyCoelestis Jerusalem, issued by Pope Urban 
VIII., and dated 7th July, 1634. It has given birth to twelve 
Religious Orders or Congregations. Here mention must 
be made of Cardinal de Berulle, founder of the celebrated 
Congregation of the Oratory in France ; of M. Olier, who 
established the Sulpicians, where so many priests have imbibed 
that true spirit of the priesthood which the great servant of 
God left as legacy to his disciples. He was professed in the 
Convent of the Fathers of the Observance at Paris, and con- 
tributed largely to the well-being of the Congregation estab- 
lished there. 

The Venerable Cure d 7 Ars, whose fame is world-wide, was 
also a member of the Third Order. This worthy servant of 
God, whose death occurred on the 4th August, 1859, con- 
sidered the Third Order a most powerful instrument for re- 
vivifying Christian charity; he wished it were diffused 
through all parishes and dioceses. 
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At thought of this bewildering multitude of Saints which 
belong to them, the Brothers and Sisters of the Third Order 
should remember that they are heirs to all that saintliness 
and merit amassed during six centuries at the expense of such 
pains and labour. What a consoling thought ! what cheering 
encouragement for the children of Father Francis ! 

The Tertiaries can also count among their protectors the 
Saints of the First and Second Orders, for all are children of 
the same father and members of one family. 
(To be continued.) 



DOMINE USQUEQUO? 



Thou ! beloved of my soul, when will this exile end ? 
When will this weary wait be o'er, and Thou my summons 

send? 
Thou knowest well that life hath naught of happiness for me, 

1 taste no sweetness, find no joy, but only, Lord, in Thee. 

Hast Thou not taught and gained my heart, this yearning 

heart of mine, 
To rise above the love of earth, and seek its all in Thine ? 
Hast Thou not called me by my name, and am I not Thine 

own? — 
The spouse whom Thou hast chosen, Lord, Thou never wilt 

disown ! 

Thy loveliness hath charmed my soul ; I sigh to gaze on Thee ; 
My spirit pines and frets to bear this body's slavery ; 
I long to lay me down and rest, safe from the guilt of sin, 
Far from the selfish ways of earth, its tumult and its din. 

I long to see Thy glorious face, to lose myself in Thee, 
To sit and feast upon Thy love, from earth's distractions free. 
To see Thee, Lord, to gaze upon the beauty of Thy face, — 
And wilt Thou grant me such a joy ? miracle of grace I 
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May I jet swell the joyful hymns of angel choirs above, 
And shall I rest in Thine embrace, exulting in Thy love ? 
The blessed hope dilates my heart; my heart and soul 

rejoice ; 
I languish, Lord, I die to hear the music of Thy voice. 

I weary of my pilgrimage, the stranger's land I roam ; 
My Father, wilt Thou still delay to call the exile home ? 
Call me and I will answer Thee ; call me from earth away, 
From darkest night of cheerless gloom, to gladdest, brightest 
day. 

Hush ! thou, my soul, in silent hope await the happy hour, 
And cling with childlike trust to Him, the God of might and 

pow'r ; 
And prize each pang, each sigh, each tear, that grief wrings 

from thee now, 
Each one will shine a brilliant gem hereafter on thy brow. 

The pain will pas?, 'twill not be long before thy work is done, 
And then the combat will be o'er, the crown of victory won ;. 
Thy God is true ; He cannot fail ; His plighted word is given : 
If thou art faithful to the end thy home shall be in heaven. 

He will unveil the mystery this life has been to thee, 
And in the bitter things of Time thy Father's love thou'lt see. 
What blessedness 'twill be to lie on His paternal breast, 
While countless ages pass away in everlasting rest ! 

Oh I 'tis a blissful thought to think, that life must soon be 



That all its waves may yet be calmed, and peace be mine at 

last. 
'Tis joy to know that death will come and place me on the* 

shore 
Within my God's eternal arms, secure for evermore. 
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Jesus ! Thy precious gift of Faith is wealth untold to me'; 
If it can give so much of bliss, oh, what will vision be. 
I will be still, and patient sing my life's unceasing song, 
The low, deep murmur of my soul : Sow long, Lord, how 
long ? 



FELIX'S VOCATION, 



Part II. 
Thi first days of March were bitterly cold. Thick snow- 
flakes fell, and hailstones pattered down like white stars on 
the dark ground, which was soon half-covered. A sharp east 
wind was scurrying through the streets of the capital, driving 
the soft, newly- fallen snow into balls before it, then sportively 
tossing them, blown into powder, up in the air, playing with 
the long white snow-wreaths, driving them along the house 
fronts, till they looked like trailing spectres. 

Father Halden, wrapped in an old-fashioned, faded cloak, 
the collar turned up over his ears, stepped with his fellow- 
passengers from the train on to the asphalted platform of the 
city terminus. He followed the stream of men as they passed 
through the wide gates, and slowly climbed a high flight of 
stone steps leading to an upper platform ; here the busy to- 
and-fro of the great city was in full activity. The jingling 
of a tramway's bells was heard a little way off, announcing its 
departure ; omnibuses and hotel-cars crossed each other 
rapidly, whilst at the side stood a long row of cabs, the drivers 
closely muffled up, sitting with stoical calm on their seats, 
awaiting the fares who seemed resolved not to come on, for 
everyone rushed for the trams, as more comfortable and con- 
venient. Only Father Halden stepped up to the dark-looking 
row, opened the door of the first cab and sat bolt-upright on 
its hard cushions. The driver jumped nimbly down and shut 
the door : " Where to, sir ? " he asked, looking seriously at 
the white-haired old gentleman. 
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' " Number 7 Broad Street." 

" Ah ! you are going toProfessor Halden," said the driver, 
laughingly. 

" Do you know where he lives P" said the priest, much 
surprised. 

" Every child in the town knows that," replied cabby, 
swinging himself on to the box. His fare looked out for a 
moment at the busy streets, then sank back on the seat. The 
night journey seemed to have wearied the old priest. The 
houses they passed began to grow larger and handsomer, shops 
became less frequent ; most of the buildings, instead of stand- 
ing close to the road, had retired aristocratically behind well 
kept gardens. Servants in gorgeous liveries were standing at 
several doors. 

The cab stopped; the old priest alighted, aided by thfe 
driver ; his hands trembled so much with nervous excitement 
that he could scarcely take the fare out of his purse. 

"You look right-down bad," said the cab-driver, sym- 
pathetically ; " but cheer up, the doctor there will cure you 
if you have only puff left in you." 

The priest looked up with a bewildered air at the stately 
dwelling before him ; his eyes wandered from the long range 
of windows down to the richly gilt railings of the ground 
floor. 

" Are you sure Professor Halden lives here P" he asked 
doubtfully. 

" I should think I am sure," replied the driver in an in- 
jured tone. " Many*s the sick person I've drove up to this 
very door ; and besides, don't I know him myself P He is a 
tall man with grand eyes ; why the very look of them would 
half make you well again. There's the porter. Am I to wait 
for your honour ?" 

The priest negatived this with a motion of his white hand 
and approached the entrance ; a servant in dark blue livery 
came forward. " Can I speak to Professor Halden P" he asked 
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timidly, not feeling by any means sure of how he ought to 
comport himself in the town. 

" It is the consultation hour just now ; be so good as to 
come up-stairs." 

Narrow carpeting went up the middle of the stairs to 
prevent the foot from slipping on the polished white marble 
steps; the landing was furnished with seats and heavily 
hanging curtains of dark green satin. 

And it was here Felix lived ! — Here ! — this was his house 1 

The old priest advanced hesitatingly, feeling out of place 
amidst all this grandeur. A servant in the same dark blue 
livery threw open a pair of lofty folding-doors, disclosing a 
large drawing-room. The new-comer drew his breath hur- 
riedly and uncomfortably; a dead silence reigned in the 
apartment, where a number of people were seated on richly 
upholstered sofas and easy chairs, but all quiet and silent. 
Each one seemed busy with his own thoughts, and the eyes 
of nearly all were fixed on a door leading into a neighbouring 
room. They were waiting for the professor. 

Every class was represented there, from the handsomely 
dressed ladies, who had withdrawn to the further end of the 
room, to the workman in blue blouse, who, awkwardly swish- 
ing his cap about, sat on the extreme edge of a seat near the 
door. It seemed to be especially those afflicted with diseases 
of the eye who sought help from the celebrated professor, 
and waited for him here hours long. 

An hour passed by ; the same stillness yet prevailed ; every 
now and then a few whispered words or half-suppressed sighs 
were the only sounds. One by one the patients passed through 
the door leading into the consultation-room, whilst those who 
had already seen the professor left it„ The faces of some 
were beaming with newly-awakened hope, called forth by the 
verdict they had heard .; but not rarely it was a saddened 
countenance that appeared, down which silent tears made 
their way — their malady had been pronounced incurable. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



532 Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

Nowhere perhaps is there a better field for observing 
human nature than in the waiting-room of a distinguished 
physician, whose opinion is equivalent to a sentence of life or 
death. 

In the farthest corner of the salon a tall, gray-haired old 
gentleman was sitting, his hand resting on the shoulder of a 
young lad, barely past the years of boyhood ; a large shade 
covered the lad's eyes and his hands were in a continual 
feverish movement, as though endeavouring to distract his 
mind from the thought of that world to which his eyes had 
been closed ere yet they could fully see its beauties. Much, 
doubtless, had been done for this only son, the pride and only 
delight of his parents. As a last resource they had undertaken 
a long journey to consult the celebrated oculist, whose repu- 
tation for extraordinary cures had gone forth afar, and whose 
wonderful dark eyes seemed as though they had gazed on 
objects not of this world : healing seemed to dwell in their 
glance alone. Intense anxiety was imprinted on the downcast 
features of the old father; sorrow, not time, had whitened his 
hair, and left an indescribable impress of sadness in his look. 

His every movement betrayed his mingled feelings of hope 
and despair. He suddenly started up ; the servant had called 
his name from the long list near the consultation-room door. 
" Herr von Linden I " the servant repeated. He changed colour 
rapidly, and gently taking the lad by the arm, he whispered : 

" Come, my son. Courage ; courage ; God can give help/' 

The boy rose obedient to the summons, stretching out his 
left hand to guard him from the objects he could not see. 

" My God, have mercy on him f Do Thou remove the band 
from his eyes," prayed the priest earnestly, his whole soul 
moved to pity at the sight. 

A good-natured-looking man bent forward andf said to 
Father Halden ; " Will you not put down your name on the 
list ? Otherwise you must remain to the last/* " No, no," he 
replied hastily to this well-meant advice," I can wait." The 
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•other shook his head incredulously, and remarking the weak, 
worn-out frame, said sympathetically : " You are exhausted. 
Do come and sit here," at the same time vacating his own seat, 
a particularly comfortable arm-chair. The priest accepted his 
kind offer, and changed his place, waiting patiently. An hour 
passed by ; at last the old gentleman with the blind son 
appeared. As he took up his hat, his hand was trembling, but 
a ray of hope shone on his face; the young lad was trembling 
in every limb, but a beaming smile played on his lips. 

" What did Felix — I mean the professor — say ?" asked the 
priest anxiously, following them to the door. 

" He examined the eyes for a long while. God be thanked, 
it is not too late ; the sight oan be restored. My son is to re- 
main under the professor's care," joyfully answered Herr von 
Linden, bowing thankfully to the ecclesiastic, whose sym- 
pathising inquiry had much gratified him. 

" Yes, God be thanked !" Father Halden repeated over and 
-pver to himself as he returned to his seat, " God be thanked !" 

His friendly neighbour, and all the other patients had dis- 
appeared by degrees ; he was left alone in the fast gathering 
twilight. 

A servant came in, opened the windows, and looked all 
round. Seeing the priest sitting quietly in the corner, he 
•discreetly retired. Another few minutes more and the en- 
trance door was again thrown wide open ; the porter, with a 
very low bow ushered a handsomely dressed young lady, whose 
«atins rustled as she swept in. A cloud of golden curls were 
tossed carelessly back on her shoulders as she looked rapidly 
round. 

" It's quite empty, papa. Do come in ; we won't disturb 
anyone/ she called out in a musical voice at the door. In the 
doorway soon appeared the stately figure of a gentleman in 
full uniform. At the same moment the door of the consulta- 
tion-room opened, and the last patient came out, followed by 
ihe professor, who had probably heard the young lady's voice. 
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His tall, well-knit figure was thrown into admirable relief 
by the dark green hangings as he stood for a moment. 

" Lady Helen ! " he cried, agreeably surprised, <c Lady 
Nordenflycht," he corrected himself, taking the tiny hand 
held out to him with a charming smile. 

" We are invading you in your own stronghold, my dear 
fellow," said the general gaily. '* My Helen, here, said it was 
the only way of being sure of getting you over to tea, and 
nothing would do her but to come and take possession of you 
immediately. So, here we are ! " 

" Tou are going to come with us this very minute, doctor ?' 
said the lovely girl, retaining fast hold of his hand. 

" How can I thank you for your kindness ? " replied 
Halden, his eyes resting with undisguised admiration on the 
charming childlike apparition. 

iS By coming at once to tea with us ! " Helen cried 
eagerly. 

" That cannot be, Lady Helen. I have yet some sick calls 
to see to, and must make the round of my patients at the 
hospital." 

" Oh, those aggravating patients ! Can't you leave some 
of them to-day ? There can be no very urgent cases. You 
deprive yourself of every scrap of pleasure." 

" That would not do, at all. What would my patients 
say if I were to desert them ? " 

" Of course, your patients ! We unfortunately healthy 
people might as well not be in existence at all for you." 
The voice was decidedly cross which uttered these last words. 

" Helen, how can you be so rude ? Dr. Halden belongs to 
his duty in the first place, to society in the second place," 
said the general to his daughter in a tone of reproof. 

" If they were only respectable patients, I would not 
mind so much ; but to have common people, living in those 
dirty lanes, whom your assistant could see well enough, pre- 
ferred to me ! — I cannot stand it ! " The curly, golden head was 
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thrown defiantly back ; then she added : « Go visit your sick 
people to-morrow morning for my sake. It is evening now, 
and you can do no good for them." 

" I have time neither morning nor evening, Lady Helen, 
except on rare occasions. The evening belongs to what you 
term ' my dirty patients.' I never make an exception." 

The professor spoke soothingly, just as he might to a 
self-willed child. His eyes never lifted from the rosy face, 
now wearing a charming pout. 

" But I want to have my own way to-day, only this once, 
Doctor. You know I have always to give in to you. Please 
do it for my sake ! " 

Halden's dark-haired head lifted itself steadily — " Not 
even for your sake, Lady Helen. As doctor, I have laid 
down for myself certain lines of conduct by which I must 
abide. However, I know right well this is only a trap you 
are laying for me, in hope of having the pleasure of seeing 
me fall unsuspiciously therein. I voluntarily give way. As 
soon as I shall have paid my round of visits, I shall call in 
on you ; that is, if you will excuse the lateness of the hour." 

" Bravo, my dear professor ! Don't let yourself fall a 
victim to anyone's tender mercies. Helen, there, can twist me 
round her thumb, so, mind yourself." 

"I am very weak, general !'' 

",You, you weak ! " cried Helen, looking up seriously. You 
never give way, and yet I would give my right hand to be 
able to induce you to do so, were it only once. Only once have 
I seen you moved out of your icy calm and self-possession, 
and that was the time I forgot all about the old beggarwoman 
you had given up to my care. I declare I trembled in my 
shoes at your look of disdain and — 

" Stop ! there is a patient here who has been overlooked," 
said the general, interrupting Helen's reproachful speech as 
he took a survey of the room. 

The professor's eyes were fixed in a species of grave amuse- 



• Digitized by VjOOQ iC 



536 Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

ment on the pouting face! but he turned round quickly to 
where just then a tall, slender figure in a heavy mantle was 
rising. A tremor passed over himj at' the sight of the form 
he knew so well, and yet he could hardly trust his own eyes. 

" Uncle John ! " he cried suddenly, in a tone of delight, 
after a second's uncertainty. " Uncle John ! " — his strong arm 
passed with gentle strength round the frail form. " At last 
you have come to me ; but just in your own way, so noiselessly 
and unassuming, always unselfish and self-sacrificing. You 
must have been waiting here for hours. Why have you done 
so, Uncle P Why did you not have yourself at once an- 
nounced P " 

" There were so many needing your help that I eould not 
rob you of one minute's time. It did not matter for me to 
wait/' replied his uncle simply. 

"Lady Helen, you must excuse me to-day also," said 
Professor Halden in a low tone as he introduced the old priest 
to General von Nordenflycht and his young daughter. 

" I knew right well beforehand that you do nothing to 
please me ! We have only eight more days to remain here, and 
your uncle will in all livelihood stay that long. There is no 
chance of seeing one another till autumn/' said Helen sorrow- 
fully. 

Ci We shall see each other early in summer." Felix spoke 
in a tone of decision as though he had made up his mind on 
the matter. 

" Is it really true ? " Helen's voice trembled with delight. 
" Will you really accept papa's invitation to spend some time 
with us this summer in Silesia ?" 

Felix's eyes laughingly answered " Yes." 

" Then, if so, it is all right. You shall see that Helen the 

.Impatient can be as gentle as the most patient of all your 

patients." As Felix saw the father and daughter to the door 

Helen turned back on the steps and whispered, "You will come 

very soon ? I shall be watching for you every day." A gleam 
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of immense tenderness lighted up in the professor's dark eyes, 
and as he bent to kiss the tiny hand resting so confidently in 
his own, he murmured passionately, " Yes, I must go. 9 The 
triumphant smile which played round the young beauty's 
haughty mouth as she stepped into the carriage was not seen 
by him. 

(To be continued.) 



THE MARTYRS OF GORCUM. 

(Continued from page 4S7.) 



"The soldiers in charge ofvthe fortress and dungeon were for 
the most part freebooters. Even those of them who were 
less amenable to justice were flushed with the pride of 
success and inflamed with fanatic zeal. As a matter of 
-course they seized for their own use all the provisions of the 
fort. Their excesses at the table soon turned their hatred 
for the habit and sacred calling of the prisoners into mad 
rage ; to make sport of their unfortunate situation seemed 
.an excellent manner of winding up the night's orgie. Like 
«o many madmen, they rose from their seats and ran 
tumultously to the prison, execrating these " idolaters," as 
they called them, and making many a sorry jest on the 
^nanner in which they intended to begin their cruelty. 
They brought ladders and ropes with them. The poor 
•captives thought they were to be hanged without further 
delay ; but at that moment a sentinel hurriedly announced 
that William Turc, the governor's son, who had been ex- 
pected all the night before, was coming, and the Spanish 
were in Gorcum. The soldiers turned at once and sped to 
the walls. The respite was employed by the prisoners in 
•encouraging one another and begging aid from God. The 
hope of rescue began to shine in their eyes, but the illusion 
was brief. The rumoured approach was false. The soldiers 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



538 Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

returned with unabated appetite to their cruel amusement. 
" It is all the better," said they. " We have business to-night 
with black coats and grey ; it would be unpleasant to have 
red coats interfering in this agreeable duty." " But," said 
one, " we are not going to trouble for nothing. Call them up 
one by one, and let us see the state of their pockets and 
purses." The cur£, Leonard Vechel, had a little money. He 
handed it over willingly. 

After him, Godfrey Dunnee was bid to come forward. 
" You must find us a treasure." 

" I don't know of any," was the simple-minded answer. 

" Right enough," said the soldiers, " you are half a fool. 
It is not to you important secrets would be told ; but 
perhaps this old fellow here, so long chaplain of nuns 
will be able to give us a hint." 

They meant Father Theodore Emden, director of the 
Sisters of St. Agnes. Putting a loaded pistol to his breast, 
they demanded with curses and threats the whereabouts of the 
treasure of the church. After his cool and steady declaration 
that he knew nothing of it, they turned to Nicholas Poppel, 
the youngest of the cur£s of Gorcum. They were persuaded 
that the Catholics had brought vast wealth from the town 
and stored it in the citadel. They used the same curses and 
threats with Poppel, swearing they would have the treasure 
or his life. Then their avarice yielding for a moment to 
sectarian hatred, they cried : " Give up, at least, the gods 
you fabricate in the Mass ; we hear you have some upon you. 
Is it true ? Ah, you have railed and stormed against us in 
the pulpit of your church. What think you now, with this to 
your breast, of all the nonsense you gave out to your im- 
beciles?" 

" I believe," said Poppel, " all that the Catholic, 
Apostolic, Roman Church believes and teaches, and in par- 
ticular I believe the Real Presence of my God under the 
sacramental species. If you think thisworthy of death, kill 
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me ; I shall be happy to die after ' making such a profession 
of my faith.'* And then, believing his last hour had come, 
lie fell on his knees and cried out in such a loud voice that 
he was heard over all the fortress, " Into thy hands, Lord, 
I commend my spirit." 

But the sacrifice was not yet complete ; God, wishing to 
add to his merits, held back the blow ; the soldier did not 
attempt to fire. His comrades tore away the cord which one 
of the Franciscans had as cincture round his waist, and 
wound it several times round Father PoppeFs neck. One 
end they passed over the door of the prison and hauling at 
the cord they raised the sufferer in the air to let him fall 
heavily again, each time renewing their question. The 
knotted cord rendered him unable to answer in words, but 
he did so as long as he could by gestures. At last they left 
him half dead on the floor. The cord had made a livid scar 
all round his neck which was visible to the time of his death. 

It was now the turn of the Franciscans. 

They answered that they had no money, and that their 
rule even forbade them to keep it. " Bah !" was the answer ; 
1 ' tell these tales to simpler folk. You pretend poverty to make 
simpletons give you the larger alms. Your Convent must 
have a comfortably lined strong box, without counting your 
private hoard8. ,, So saying, they let loose their fury on the 
younger Friars first, hoping to find them more pliable. In the 
scuffle one was struck violently on the jaw, and lost a tooth. 
It was all, however, fruitless. Only one of the young con- 
fessors, overcome by pain, declared that he could not know 
anything about such affairs, as it was the Father Guardian's 
business to provide for the temporal necessities of the Convent. 

" Where, then, is the Guardian of these felons ?" was the 
cry of the infuriated soldiers. 

Turning round, they laid hands on Father Jerome de 
Werda, the Vicar of the Convent, who willingly allowed 
himself to be mistaken for the Guardian, in order that he 
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might suffer in his place. The Guardian would not profit by 
the mistake, and coming forward announoed himself. The 
ruffians at once belaboured him heavily, and hustled him from 
one to the other, as if they were playing at ball. 

Their rage calmed a little, and they put the same inter- 
rogatory to him. Treasure, treasure, was what they wanted. 
Father Nicholas answered with the utmost calmness, " All 
the treasure I had was the chalices and sacred vessels belong- 
ing to the church, which I brought here. You have found 
them and must be satisfied, for there is nothing else." 

"Tour questings and alms, where are theyP" 
" I do not believe that anything remains of the alms we 
received ; they were our support, but did not belong to us. 
"We had only the use of them." 

" You lie," was the coarse answer. 

"No," said the Guardian, "I am speaking the plain 
truth, and as I have nothing to add, allow me to be silent." 

He ceased, and neither by blows, threats nor promise* 
could he be brought to say another word. Hey took hia 
cord, and tied it round his neck, as they had done to Nicholas 
Poppel, but with even greater barbarity. They nailed a piece 
of hard wood to the door to prevent the cord slipping off, 
and then commenced to drag the martyr up by the neck, and 
to let him fall again, until the cord broke. The body fell 
lifeless on the ground. 

The soldiers, surprised at seeing him so quickly dead, 
raised him and placed him sitting with his back to the wall. 
Whether in insult to the corpse, or to ascertain that he was* 
really dead, they thrust flaming torches against his face, 
ears, and nostrils. They even forced open his mouth and 
burned the palate and tongue. 

It would be a heart of stone that would remain unmoved 
at this shocking spectacle. The soldiers thought he was 
dead at last, and spurning the body from them, said : " Only 
a monk the less ; no one will call us to account for that." 
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Still they thought that they had gone far enough for the 
night, and took their departure. 

Yet, strange to say, Father Pie was not dead. He was 
to be of further use to his companions, who did not all meet 
their sufferings with the same brave front. God preserved 
him to be their leader to the end. 

When the blessed souls, his companions, after the soldiers' 
departure, gathered round what they thought the martyr a 
body to gaze upon the wounds so nobly earned, they were 
astounded to hear a deep sigh which seemed to come from 
the heart of Father Pic. They raised him, chafed his- 
bruised neck and face. The martyr became aware of what 
had happened. " So," he said, " my beard is gone and my 
eyebrows. They have burnt my mouth, too. "Would to God 
they had made an end of me at last. His will be done. It 
was, perhaps, buying heaven too cheap." 

(To be continued.) 



HAIL, MARY! 



" Hail, Mary, full of grace I" 

Greeting angel-borne, sublime, 
Sounding sweetly far as distant music, 

In the long-drawn aisles of time. 
" Hail, Mary, full of grace !" 

In God's name, Amen. 

" The Lord is with thee . . 

O wondrous, yea, stupendous thought ! 
Lo, Christian ! pause in awe and ponder here, 

The majesty of myst'ry's wrought. 
" Hail, Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee." 
In God's name, Amen. 
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" Blessed art thou amongst women . 

Carillon of prayer and praise ; 
A rosary of radiant words to wreathe, 

Star-lit, thy Virgin brow always. 
" Blessed art thou amongst women . 

In God's name, Amen. 

" And blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus," 

Jesus, the Saviour of mankind. 
In reverence here, oh, God, to Faith we yield 

The deep-stirred heart, the finite mind. 
" Hail, Mary, full of grace, the Lord is with thee, 
blessed art thou amongst women, and 
blessed is the fruit of thy womb, Jesus." 
In God's name, Amen. 

" Holy Mary, pray for us sinners " — 

Hope thou of souls sin-desolate — 
" Now and at the hour of our death," God's 
Mother, pray; 
Blest passport ours at Heaven's gate : 
" Holy Mary, Mother of God, pray for us sinners 
now and at the hour of our death. . ." 
In God's name, Amen ! 
Derry, July, 1891. W. 



NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



Portiunctjla. — The great indulgence was availed of this 
year with more than ordinary enthusiasm. The following 
item comes to us from a correspondent at Assisi: — 

" Forty-two confessors were engaged hearing confessions 
from an early hour on Saturday morning until sunset on Sunday, 
with just a short break for rest during the night. You are 
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aware that, for gaining the Perdono in the sanctuary of Porziou- 
cola, Holy Communion is not required ; Confession and abso- 
lution only, and, of course, the visit. No one is allowed to re- 
main stationary in the little church, but just pass through it 
from door to door. The crowd from Saturday to Sunday was 
enormous." 



The thirty-first anniversary of the opening of the Francis- 
can College, Allegany, was held with great circumstance on the 
23rd June last. The college has done a great deal for the ad- 
vancement of Catholic education in the United States. 



This number of the Tertiary will not be in the hands of 
its readers until August is past. It is not too late to note that 
the five Sundays of St. Francis, in preparation for the Feast of 
the Stigmata, commence on the 16th August, but they may 
be chosen at one's convenience, always provided that they are 
consecutive. Confession, Communion, and a visit to any 
church, with the usual prayers for the Holy Father's intention, 
obtain for any of the faithful a plenary indulgence each Sunday. 
This signal favour was granted by the present Pope, 27 Nov., 
1890. 

* * * * 

The Eoman committee, formed for the celebration of the 
fourth centenary of the discovery of America, have decided to 
erect near the tomb of Tasso a bust in commemoration of the 
great navigator Columbus, a Tertiary of St. Francis, and ta 
give dinners to four hundred poor persons on the 12th October, 
1892. — Franciscan Annals. 

* * ♦ * 
Beatification of the Cure d'Ars. — Mgr. Lucon, Bishop 

of Belley, has gone to Rome for the purpose of laying before 
the Holy Father letters from a number of French and other 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



544 Jrish Francisco* Tertiary. 

Bishops, begging for the speedy beatification of the Venerable 
Cur£ of Ars, Tertiary of St Francis. 



Franciscan Bishops. — In the Consistory of the 4th June 
the Holy Father made the following appointments : — 

Mgr. Daniel Tempesta, O.S.F., from the see of Trivento to 
that of Troy. 

Mgr. Bernardino da Melia, O.S.F.C., from the see of 
Larina to the titular church of Tabarca. 

Mgr. Jules MarsiK, missionary bishop of Sappa, to the 
titular see of Antigonea. 

The Rot. Father Alphonsus Mary of the Cross (Ferdinand 
Sardinas), missioner in Lima, to be bishop of Huanuco, Peru. 

The Rev. Father Van der Bosch, O.S.F.C., to be bishop 
of Lahore, India. » 

The Rev. Father Nicholas Marconi to be bishop of 
Pulati, in Albania. 

The Rev. Father Mark of Faverges, Vicar- Apostolic of 
the Seychelles, to be bishop of the titular see of TopfeL 

The Rev. Father John Hoffman, Vicar Apostolic of Cen-si, 
•China, to be bishop of the titular see of Telmesso. 



Signor Albacini has just finished a beautiful statue of St. 
Benedict Joseph Labre, Tertiary of St. Francis, which is to 
be placed over the high altar of Sancta Maria dei Monti, 
Rome. The Cardinal Vicar and other persons of distinction 
have seen and admired the talented artist's work. — El Eco 
Franciscano. 

* * ♦ * 

The absolution and Plenary Indulgence, winch is fixed for 
the Feast of tha Stigmata of St. Francis, may be gained on 
the Sunday following (20th Sept.) by those Tertians who 
could not attend on the Feast-day itself. 
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THE FRANCISCAN CONVENT OF DERBY AND 
THE OTHER RELIGIOUS HOUSES OF THE 
CITY. 
By the Rev. James M'Loughlin, P.P., Killeter. 



I purpose to give a brief sketch of the religious foundations 
of Deny, in the order of time in which they were founded. 

The Monastery of St. Columba was the first religious 
house built on the " Isle of the Deny." Up to the end of 
the 15th century Derry was chiefly occupied by churches 
and religious houses. These were the Canons Regular of 
St. Augustine, who occupied the great monastery of St. 
Columba, called by the Annalists the Dubh-Regles, or Black 
Regulars, from the colour of their habit ; the nuns of the 
■Cistercian Order, whose Convent was in the south side of the 
city, and not far from the spot where stands the Convent of the 
Sisters of Mercy of the present day. The next foundation 
in the order of time was the Convent of the Franciscan 
Fathers, in Abbey Street. The Dominicans were the last 
foundation ; but, though last, after all the religious houses 
had been abolished in 1600 by the order of Sir Henry 
Docwra, they clung to the city and only disappeared in 

1750* 

St. Columba. 

Saint Columba was born at Gartan, in the County 
Donegal, in the year 521. Gartan is the name of a parish, 
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ten miles west of Letterkenny. It may be styled the border 
land of the Donegal Highlands. In this parish there are two 
lakes, the Upper and the Lower Lake. Scenery depends 
much on men's tastes, and the aspect under which it is seen. 
I venture to affirm that, in my judgment, of the many lovely 
spots with which Donegal abounds, Dunlewy is the loveliest of 
all, and next to this, are the Upper and Lower Lakes of 
Gartan. " They are broad, sparkling sheets of water, enclosed 
with green and well- wooded banks, looking like a monster 
diamond set in a circle of emeralds. On the western side of 
the Upper Lake there is'a broad slope, and upon it are to be 
seen the remains of the chapel and abbey covering the spot 
where St. Columba was born/'* No wonder St. Columba 
always entertained the affection of a child for his old moun- 
tain home in the Donegal Highlands. No wonder he loved 
the oak grove of Derry, for it reminded him of the primeval 
forests of Derryveah. When St. Columba was in Derry he 
gave orders to the community that if one of the oak treea 
were prostrated by a storm it should remain where it fell for 
the space of nine days, when it wasTdivided into three shares, 
one for the poor, another for the guests, and the third share 
for the people. The oak grove of the JDerry, like all other 
religious foundations, has long since disappeared, and the 
only thing that reminds us of the Derry of St. Columba is 
the trees that surround the Catholic College^of St. Columba^ 
at the Casino, and the well- wooded grounds of the Christian 
Brothers, at the Brow of the Hill, both which establishment* 
are only a short distance from the place where the Dubh- 
Begles once stood. 

The history of the foundation of the Dubh-Regles datea 
as far back as the year 546. St. Columba was then 25 yeara 
old. The first foundations were simple and primitive. 'They 
consisted of a number of little cells built in bee-hive form 
without mortar. These cells in time were succeeded by a 
* Moran's Monasticon, vol. i., p. 192. 
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great monastic institution inferior to few in Ireland. Some 
of these bee-hive cells may yet be seen in the Island of 
Innishmurray, a few miles from the coast of Sligo, and 
belonging to the barony of Carbary. These cells and oratories 
of Innishmurray, though they betray the " hoary marks of 
centuries/' after the lapse of thirteen hundred years, are 
still in a wonderful state of preservation. 

Derry was the first great monastery which St. Oolumba 
founded, but so great was his zeal, so untiring his labours, 
and so generous the princely munificence of his friends, that 
in a few years innumerable other churches and monasteries 
sprung up in the country, all acknowledging St. Columba as 
their founder. His zeal was not confined to Ireland. The 
great object of his life was to convert pagan nations, and the 
pagan nation at that time nearest to Ireland was Caledonia. 
St. Columba fixed his heart on the conversion of the Picts 
who inhabited this wild mountain region. But before he 
entered on his missionary career among the Picts, he paid a 
visit to the island of Innishmurray to enjoy a short period of 
spiritual repose, and take counsel with the holy bishop, St. 
Molaise, who had chosen this island as the place of his retreat. 
The year 563 was an eventful year in the life of our 'great 
Saint. In the spring of that year, Columba and twelve 
-companions bade adieu to the oak groves of the Derry, and 
the monastery that stood at the base of the hill, and set sail 
for Caledonia. The vessel in which they sailed was a very 
primitive structure — an osier coracle. As this frail vessel 
passed from the Foyle and entered the Atlantic ocean, no 
doubt St. Columba cast a longing, lingering look on the fast 
receding hills of his own dear Donegal; perhaps a silent 
tear fell from his eyes ; but duty and zeal for religion urged 
him onwards. Iona was his destination, and there he and his 
companions landed on the eve of Whit-Sunday, which in 
that year occurred on the 12th of May. Iona is a small 
island about three miles and a-half in length, and a mile and 
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one-half in breadth. It is a small island, but it has its 
hidden beauties. " Its retired dells, its long reaches of sand 
or shores, indented with quiet bays, its little coves between, 
and striking rocks, and the bolder rock scenery of its north- 
western and south-western shores, where it opposes wild 
barren cliffs, and high rocky islets to the sweep of the 
Atlantic."— Skene : « Celtic Scotland/' Vol. II., page 89. 

The Scotch are naturally a bigoted race, and no friends of 
Ireland, yet Scottish writers of high standing and great 
literary eminence have paid the highest compliments to the 
zeal and sanctity of St. Columba, and the other Irish 
missionaries who succeeded him in Iona. The Duke of 
Argyle, in his work on Iona, published in 1870, says : — 
" Columba was an agent, and a principal agent, in one of the 
greatest events the world has ever seen, namely — the con- 
version of the northern nations. Christianity was not 
presented to the Picts of Caledonia in alliance with the 
impressive aspects of Roman civilization. The tramp of 
Roman legions has never been heard in Highland glens, nor 
had the clans ever seen with awe the majesty and power of 
Roman government. In the days of Columba whatever 
tidings may have reached the Picts of Argyle and Inverness, 
must have been tidings of Christian disaster and defeat. 
All the more must we be ready to believe that the man who 
at such a time planted Christianity successfully among them 
must have been a man of powerful character and splendid 
gifts. There is no arguing against that great monument of 
Columba, which consists in the place it has secured in the 
memory of mankind." 

Chambers, in his " Caledonia," writes : — St. Columba 
came not to destroy, but to save ; not to conquer, but to 
civilize. His name will be remembered as the disinterested 
benefactor of Scotland. Let us not think lightly of the 
saints of Iona, who were the instructors of our fathers while 
they were ignorant, and the mollifiers of our progenitors 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Franciscan Convent of Deny. 549 

while they were still ferocious. He learning — I was going 
to say the charity — of those ages centred all in Iona. It 
received the persons of living kings who retired from instable 
thrones, and it equally admitted dead kings from the bloody 
field. From this seminary went out the teachers of the 
Caledonian regions. To this school the princes of Northum- 
berland were sent, and acquired the light of the Gospel from 
the luminaries of Iona." 

Every schoolboy is familiar with the following extract 
from Dr. Johnson's visit to the Hebrides : " That man is 
little to be envied whose patriotism would not gain force upon 
the plain of Marathon, or whose piety would not grow warmer 
on the ruins of Iona." 

Many false statements have been published by Catholic 
biographers of the life of our great Saint. To use a mild 
expression, they are calumnies unworthy of any Catholic 
writer, and, what is more, unsupported by the testimony of 
the Annalists of the early Irish Church. Some of these modern 
biographers represent St. Columba as a man of violent and 
vindictive temperament, who often urged the native chief- 
tains to internecine strife. They say his mission to Iona was 
not a voluntary act, but in pursuance of a penance imposed 
upon him. Away with such silly rubbish ! Such a statement 
is unworthy of the sanctity and zeal for the Glory of God 
that characterised the Saint in all his acts. There is no 
vestige of proof to be found in our ancient records to support 
such a calumnious statement. St. Adamnan ascribes his 
mission to Iona as prompted by his zeal for the Glory of God 
and the conversion of Pagan nations. What testimony 
greater than that of this great Saint, who knew St. Columba 
so well ? Mr. Skene, a Protestant writer, ascribes his mission 
to Iona : " to the resolution which he had determined upon 
from the beginning of his life." 

When Columba and his companions landed in Iona they 
began to build their cells, which in time were followed by the 
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great Monastery from which radiated religion, civilization, 
■and literature through all Caledonia. Adamnan tells us 
that the Abbot's cell stood in the centre of the group. 
•Columba laboured in this island for thirty-four years. A 
part of his time was devoted to manual labour, and a portion 
to transcribing the Gospel, of which he left behind him no 
less than 300 copies.* It was on this island he also wrote the 
celebrated "Book of Kells." He often made Missions among 
the Straths and Glens and Highland Moors, north of the 
Grampian Hills. Tradition says he founded no less than 
300 Churches throughout Caledonia. Although Caledonia 
is the land of Vandalism, vestiges of no less than 90 of those 
Churches have been identified at the present day. 

In the year 575 Columba visited Ireland, for the last 
time, to assist at a National Convention convened by the 
Monarch of Ireland, the Clergy, and the Princes. After the 
labours of the Convention had ended he visited, for a time, 
his old Mpnastery of Derry, and saw from the summit of the 
hill the tops of the mountains of Tyrconnell, the scene of his 
early life.f 

The Saint expresses his affection for the Monastery of 
Derry in that beautiful poem of his, of which I subjoin 
the following stanza : — 

" "Were the tribute of all Alba mine, 
From the centre to its border, 
I would prefer the sight of one cell, 
In the middle of fair Derry/' 

Towards the end of May, 597, Columba visited the 
westfcrn coast of Iona to see the monks who resided there, and 
impart to them his last blessing. He was unable to walk, 
and was drawn there by oxen yoked in a car. On Sunday, 
the 2nd of June, he celebrated Mass for the last time. On 
the following Saturday, leaning on the arm of his faithful 

* Oasory Archaeological Society, part ii., p. 177. t Ibid. p. 193. 
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attendant, Diarmaid, he proceeded to bless the granary* 
attached to the Monastery. On his return home, fatigued 
and exhausted, he sat down by the wayside. The old white 
horse that belonged to the Monastery came up and placed its 
head on the Saint's bosom. Diarmaid wished to remove the 
animal, but the Saint said : " Let it alone, it knows its master 
is going to leave it ! " He then entered his cell, and began to 
transcribe the 33rd Psalm. He paused, and said : " I must 
stop here ; let Baithen write what follows." He laid aside 
the parchment, and entered the Church to recite the Divine 
Office. He then returned to his cell and lay down on his bed, 
which was a bare flag, with a large stone for his pillow. 
When the bell rang for the midnight devotions, Columba 
proceeded to the Church for the last time, and when his. 
brethren entered they found the Saint had breathed his last 
breath, and passed to Heaven. 



St. FRANCIS OF ASSISI. 



Men are generally anxious to hear about their friends, and 
on this account we gladly give you a long article on the life 
of that Saint whom you love the best. 

Travelling by way of Florence to Rome, the road lies 
through the valleys of Umbria. Throughout these valleys, 
as indeed through all central Italy, the towns and villages 
are perched high in air, on the tops of the rugged hills, 
following in their outlines every turn of the uneven founda- 
tions which nature laid and art did not seek to change. 
Around many of these towns the high embattled walls of the 
middle ages are yet standing, winding along by the edge of the 
hill-top, and taking, consequently, many and strange shapes. 
The roadway to the gates of these towns is generally long and 
rugged. The interior of the town is irregular. The houses 
are piled along the little, winding and steep streets, which 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



552 • Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

could easily be barricaded and defended. The old palaces, 
black with years, have the look of fortresses. The whole 
appearance of these towns tells of a troubled past, of the in- 
cursions of strangers and of feuds at home. Everything tells 
also of the hoary age of these unapproachable retreats ; for the 
remains of the middle ages rest upon Roman walls, which in 
their turn have foundations that were built by the Etruscans. 

The cities of Umbria have had their day of power and of 
pride. The cathedral, the municipal buildings, the remains 
of the fortresses and the palaces bear witness to what they 
were from the twelfth to the fourteenth century, when 
Cortona, Perugia, Assisi, Foligno, Spoleto, and Orvieto 
raised armies and dictated treaties. The privileges of the 
citizens were unbounded, so much so, in fact, that when 
question arose of lessening them, the strong towns which 
overhung the Tiber and its affluent 8 formed themselves 
gradually into republics: the power passed into the hand 
of the burghers and the people, and there arose from this a 
splendour that was short-lived. In the first flush of power 
each town sought after its own interests only, and the bitter 
struggles undertaken for this end cast these towns speedily 
into ruin, from which there has been no release. To-day 
these towns are dead. In their streets there are only 
village shops; the silent houses have that sickly look which 
long neglect gives to deserted walls. These Umbrian towns 
bear likeness to venerable cities of the dead, thickly set with 
exquisite monuments, and beautified with delightful views of 
the slopes and valleys of the Appenines. No present bustle 
disturbs the visions of the past. Vainly would one seek 
more fitting homes for the mystic legends of the middle ages. 

In one of these high-perched towns, in Assisi, in the 
year 1182, a child was born who was to stir the heart 
of Christendom to its very centre. The father of this child 
was one Peter Bernardone, a draper, who went afar, as was 
the custom of the times, to buy and to sell his wares. It was 
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still the heroic age of commerce, and the marches of these 
merchants-in-arms, escorting their packages to the fairs of 
Europe, had a military and risksome look, which we no longer 
deem in keeping with matter of such peaceful kind. Towards 
the close of the eleventh century the Italians had begun to 
cross the Alps in order to sell their goods in Southern France, 
and we know from contemporary writers that these vendors 
were to be met with at the fairs of Champagne, Provence, and 
Languedoc. They brought with them the cotton stuffs and 
muslins which, for a long time, were manufactured solely in ■ 
the East. They brought also the taffety, brocade, and velvet, 
in which eastern skill had no rival. Peter Bernardone, like 
his countrymen, made many journeys into France; and, 
tradition has it, that in one of these journeys he married a 
daughter of a noble Provencal family. This would account 
for the fact of his son Francis being familiar from his child- 
hood with Proven9al songs and stories. 

The wife of P. Bernardone was named Pica, but is for us 
an undefined personage. The old writers of the life of St. 
Francis, who knew his birthplace and his family, scarcely 
speak about his mother. They tell us that she was simple 
and soft-hearted. They make her appear once or twice in 
the background of their narrative, and thenceforth seem to 
forget her. Her name is never mentioned afterwards. We 
do not know even the date of her death, or whether she lived 
to see the glory of her son. After the conversion of St. 
Francis, Peter Bernardone in like manner disappears from 
the scene, but before that time the old chroniclers have made 
him very well known to us, and his look is not very pre- 
possessing. These old writers give us a glimpse into the 
life of the middle class of that period. We see these 
merchants already feeling their wealth, but retaining their 
boorishness, and we are led to understand how the advance 
to power of men like these entailed a change over the whole 
face of Italy. 
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Peter Bernardone kept all the rough qualities of the 
plebeian interwoven with the faults of the upstart. The 
husband of the quiet and retiring Pica' worshipped pomp, he 
was greedy of gain, not by any means genteel, and he was 
subject to brutal fits of anger. Taken all together, he was 
not a very amiable character ; but he was active and energetic, 
attentive to his business, and possessing, in a sort of haughty 
way, the knowledge of the duties of his class. In the quarrels 
which he had with his eldest son, who did not turn out as 
• he would have wished, we never find P. Bernardone setting 
himself against any of the whims that Francis choose to 
fight for. He tried, of course, to hinder him from plunging 
into mysticism, from becoming a saint, which from the point 
of view of a merchant and a man of business, meant a good- 
for-nothing, a ne'er-do-well-; but he let his son seek adventure 
and. court danger, even when the interests of Assisi were not 
at stake. So that we find this merchant, who is put before us 
as greedy and craven-hearted himself, willingly allowing his 
spoiled child, his best help in the counting-house, to leave his 
customers and expose himself to danger, and, perhaps, death, 
solely for love of glory. On the other hand, Peter cannot be 
freed from the charge of having reared his children ill. Old 
historians assure us that such was the practice of the time. 
They did not think it strange that boys would act like wild 
horses ; and Francis Bernardone made no fault of such con- 
duct. He was a light-hearted lad, and he had plenty of 
money. He was the leader and captain of the young hope of 
his city; the planner of all their mad freaks; and boyish 
freaks were not too harmless at the beginning of the 
thirteenth century. 

One of the usual amusements of young men of the same 
rank as Francis was to dine together and then go about roy- 
atering through the streets. Assisi re-echoed by day and by 
night with the songs and shouts of these young madcaps, at 
whose head marched the son of rich old Bernardone, with 
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all the importance of a general, for he fancied that he was 
somebody, and that he was acting a part which called for 
admiration. There is this to be said for him, that the whole* 
town did really and with its whole heart admire him ; for 
no matter what the others might do, he was always polite and 
gentle; in the midst of all the wildness he never did a coarse 
thing, never said a nasty word. "He had not one bit of 
his family about him," says a contemporary writer who kney 
his father and hift brothers. He did not even seem to belong 
to the middle class, so much native gracefulness belonged 
to him. His studies were brief ; he was a lazy scholar and 
he did not spend long at school. His father took him from 
his books soon to put him in command of the yard-stick, and 
he did not trouble himself much about the state of his son'& 
studies ; it never entered into the heads of the twelfth century 
folk that a draper required a university degree. Some of those 
who have written about St. Francis have striven hard to prove 
that he was very learned. His writings go far to show that 
he was wonderfully gifted; but, as a matter of fact, the 
question of his learning is only a secondary one. If there is 
anything on earth that may be treated as a matter of in- 
difference it is the question whether a man, who has imposed 
on himself the task of giving us a new idea of life, knows 
Latin well or ill, and this the more when this very man is 
for evfer telling us that he is simple and ignorant ; but that 
simplicity is a power, because it chooses to do rather than 
to learn, or to teach. 

There are, however, many ways of being ignorant. Francis 
Bernardone was a poet ; he knew very many things that the 
good priests of S. George, who taught him, never suspected. 
The songs of the Proven gal troubadours kept ringing through 
his brain in endless melody. He heard them sung by the 
strolling players, either through the streets, or at the jousts 
and festivals, and probably he had copies of them. So deep 
an impression did they make on him that they were never 
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blotted from his memory. The sense of wor thlessness attached 
to the name troubadour in our day ought not to make us for- 
get what the songs of these knight-poets were like amid the 
din and turmoil of the warrior life of the middle ages. They 
were not entirely occupied with love and folly. War is a 
favourite theme with these wandering singers, and they speak 
its praises with fiery earnestness. " I tell you/' shouts Bertram 
de Born, " that eating, drinking and sleeping have not as much 
charm for me as to hear both sides crying : ' Down on them ! 
Or to listen to the neighing of the horses in the open spaces 
of the wood ; to startle at the cry : * To the rescue ! To the 
rescue ! To see great and small falling in the trenohes, or on 
the grass, and to see the dead with the broken shafts of the 
lances still remaining in their sides." There runs through 
these warlike pieces a breath of heroism, a sneer at the falter- 
ing soldier, well calculated to urge a noble soul to mighty 
deeds. A certain Marquis of Montferrat had joined the 
Crusades, but had not left his tome. " Marquis," said one of 
the troubadours to him, " I wish the monks of Cluny would 
make you their captain, or that you became Abbot of Citeaux, 
for you love two bullocks and a plough at Montferrat better 
than being General elsewhere. It is a true saying that the 
young leopard never goes into a hole as the fox does. Your 
grandsires, I have heard it said, were brave men, but you 
know nothing about them." The troubadours and their £ongs 
seem to have had the same power over St. Francis which, 
three centuries later, the knightly romances had on St. 
Teresa ; they made him familiar with noble thoughts and 
feelings. 

(To be continued.) 
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THE FIRST FEAST OF THE SACRED HEART. 



It may, perhaps, surprise some of our readers to learn that 
the Feast of the Sacred Heart of Jesus was firmly established 
in some dioceses of France before any revelations had been 
made to Blessed Margaret Mary on the subject. 

To find the source of the devotion to the Sacred Heart we 
should have to go back to the first days of the Church. St. 
Mechtilda, St. Bridget of Sweden, St. Gertrude, and St. 
Bonaventure all speak of its worship in their writings ; but 
these have been but individual aspirations, particular to those 
great saints, not a devotion well known to the people. The 
first germ of popular devotion to the Sacred Heart was sown 
by Father Eudes, founder of the Congregations of Jesus and 
Mary, and of the Order of Oar Lady of Charity, during his 
missions in the seventeenth century. It is a pity the life of 
this truly great and apostolic man, one of the greatest lights 
of France in his day, is not more widely known. 

From the town of Rennes, the centre of loyal, Catholic 
JJritfcany, was issued, in 1670, the first authentic act relative 
to the worship and feast of the Sacred Heart. The Feast was 
celebrated in 1672 in the seminaries of Rennes, Coutances, 
Caen, Lisieux and Evreux. 

Father Eudes died after having completed his most im- 
portant work : " The Admirable Heart of the Blessed Mother 
of God.' 1 The author devotes 100 pages to the Sacred Heart 
of Jesus, and several litanies in Its honour. 

In 1687 the great church of the Seminary of Caen was 
solemnly consecrated in presence of a vast concourse of people ; 
the high altar was dedicated to the Sacred Heart of Jesus. 
Shortly afterwards, in the September of 1688, in the garden 
of the Monastery of Paray-le-Monial the first chapel dedicated 
to the Sacred Heart was consecrated at the instigation of 
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Blessed Margaret Mary. This double ceremony, at Caen and 
Paray-le-Monial, was a clear indication that from those two- 
centres, both equally filled with zeal and devotion, the know- 
ledge and love of the Sacred Heart would be carried far and 
wide. It is worth mention that Father Eudes exercised Jiia 
apostleship for a long time in Burgundy, and preached in that 
country the devotion to the Sacred Heart of Jesus, and to the 
Holy Heart of Mary. Consequently, it is no far-fetched notion 
that his sermons may have sown the first seed of this devotion 
in the heart of Blessed Margaret Mary before her entrance- 
into religion. — P&re Lacordaire. 

The Congregations founded by Father Eudes still celebrate 
the Feast of the Sacred Heart on the day appointed by their 
founder — October 20th. In some dioceses of France and 
Canada (where the name and labours of P£re Eudes are more 
widely known than even in Europe) it is also kept on this 
day. The first Offices of the Sacred Heart used in Paray-le- 
Monial, and still continued by his own children, are those 
composed by Father Eudes. They are unequalled for style 
and devotional [expression. 



THE MARTYRS OF GORCXJM. 



{Continued from page 541.) 
On the following morning the soldiers returned, bringing- 
a hatchet with them, for the purpose of quartering the leader 
of the " traitors," whom they had left for dead. This igno- 
minious practice obtained in the Low Countries an well as 
nearer home. 

When they found he had recovered they seemed to vie- 
with one another in revenging on his disabled person the dis- 
appointment of not being able to put their savage design int<* 
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immediate execution. They kicked and buffeted him sorely, 
but carefully avoided doing him any mortal hurt. 

Such, in short, were the " acts " of the martyrs of Gorcum 
during the first night of their glorious combat. They remain- 
ed ten days and nights at the mercy of this ruffianly crew. 
Their worst suffering was always during the night time ; it 
became a practice with the torturers to come every evening 
-after dinner, as if digestion could not go on without the aid 
of this gentle pastime. When one party were tired of cruelty, 
another succeeded and began afresh. If a visitor came to the 
fortress the first sight shown him was these poor, ill-treated 
"traitors," and sometimes the newcomer devised a fresh 
method of torture. 

At length the condition of the prisoners began to touch 
the hearts of their townsmen. Marin was astute enough to 
prevent, as far as possible, any information of their treatment 
passing beyond the walls of the citadel. He pretended to 
believe that they were properly lodged, had good food and 
were well cared. When the guardian sent a request through 
*, friend that he might be allowed the services of a surgeon, 
Marin could not guess what need there could be of a surgeon 
in the citadel. " Were they woundedP And howP " "Perhaps 
the fall of a stone P" timidly ventured the messenger. 
" Oh, indeed, the fall of a stone ! " drily answered Marin. 
He laughed again and again at what seemed so droll. No 
one knew better what had happened ; nothing escaped him : but 
it suited him better to seem ignorant ; he had told the soldiers 
to be silent. Still, he could not refuse to admit a doctor. He 
chanced to be a brother-in-law of Father Pic. While lavish* 
ing every care on his ill-treated relative, he strove by every 
motive he could think of to obtain his promise to seek safety 
in flight, or at least to offer ransom, which could easily be 
obtained ; but he strove in vain. Father Pic's purpose was firm. 

The doctor's report and many other ciroumstances increased 
the growing indignation of the townspeople. Promises, 
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threats, offers of money multiplied. A large sum was collected 
to release Father Poppell. 

A member of the town council had the hardihood to 
inveigh against Marin, and demand his attendance to justify 
his conduct. The Gueux began to fear that their prey would 
be rescued if they did not quickly bring things to a head. 

The absence of the Duke of Nassau gave them a specious 
pretext for calling in the counsel and advice of the fierce 
De la Marche, surnamed Count de Lumnaye, a man who had 
never granted quarter to a Catholic. The Count's course was 
to order all the prisoners to be sent to him. To make sure 
that his order should be respected he charged with the delivery 
of it a certain John Omal, an apostate priest, at one time 
Canon of Liege. 

This unhappy wretch arrived, thirsting for blood. Marin 
made no resistance. We should like to think that the people 
of G-orcum would not be so easily cowed, but care was taken 
to send off the prisoners in the dark. 

At midnight of the 5th or 6th of July, the holy con- 
fessors of the faith were roused, stripped of all their garment* 
which had the least value, and hurried on board a large ship. 
The night was cold. ' The aged Willhade, whose only covering 
was his shirt, begged in vain to be left his soutane or cloak, 
and for some time got nothing but blows for answer. At 
last a bystander, most likely a sailor, pitying his white hairs* 
lent him a threadbare mantle. 

On entering the vessel, Leonard Vechel recognised in the 
helmsman a parishioner of his, named Roch, to whom he had 
shown many a kindness. " Is it possible ! " he cried ; " you 
to steer us to our death ! " The sailor turned his head. 
' Monsieur le Cure, I am not master here." The Cur£ said 
no more. 

They left at one in the morning and arrived abreast of 
Dordrecht about nine. The apostate could not resist the 
double temptation of resting awhile on the land and of showing- 
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off his prisoners. The ship was moored at the' quay, but Omal 
allowed only a few chosen companions to accompany him on 
shore, though he gave free access to anyone wishing to insult 
the martyrs. There was soon a crowd present. The soldiers 
thought they plight make something out of this cruel curiosity, 
and having drawn canvas round the bulwarks charged so much 
a head for a look at the prisonera It would be impossible to 
describe all the coarse insults which this proceeding brought 
on Father Pic and his companions. One might say of them 
in the words of St Paul, that they had become "a spectacle to 
angels and men." 

On the following evening they set sail again. The 
prisoners had had nothing to eat since the night before, when 
a morsel of bread had been brought to each, not by any of 
their captors, but by the master of the vessel. Another night 
of exposure in a state of almost complete nudity, and they 
landed at Brielle on the morning of the 7th of July. 

They numbered nineteen when leaving Gorcum. As our 
tale proceeds it will be seen that some were found unfaithful, 
but that each place was filled, so that their original number 
was maintained to the end. 

The Count De la Marche was still in bed when the arrival 
of the prisoners was notified to him. As soon as he heard it 
he leaped from bed, forgetting for once his habit of sleeping 
late after his excesses of the night. Scarcely waiting to dress, 
he threw himself on his horse and hastened to meet them. 

Biding up to the ship, which the blessed confessors of the 
faith had not yet quitted, the Count reined in his horse and 
looked for a long time in silence on his victims. Then all of 
a sudden he laughed a hideous, devilish laugh, almost falling 
off his horse in his unearthly merriment. " What have we 
here P " he cried, " Grey gowns, black gowns, and the usual 
roguery underneath. There will be ten, thirteen, sixteen' 
nineteen monks ! " He counted them with his finger, laughing 
greedily as he spoke. 
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After this encouraging welcome, he made them land, and 
the moment they did so signed to them to kneel down. Then 
with some appearance of humanity on his face, he said to them 
in Latin : " Surgite, Domini : Arise, gentlemen/' and bade 
them walk slowly two by two, as if in procession, thrice round 
a gibbet which happened to be at hand. A banner was thrust 
into the hands of Henry, a young lay brother, and he was 
made to walk before the others. To increase their humiliation 
they were forced to pass backwards under the gallows. An 
executioner, or one of the Count's followers who prided in 
taking at times the executioner's place, set a ladder against 
the gallows, and seemed ready to hang them all then and there, 
" Sing, most pious pilgrims!" he shouted, "we shall soon 
bring you near heaven.'' His intention was only to frighten 
them. Lumnaye laughed grimly at this masquerading. 

At his bidding, the procession, still in the same order, 
turned towards Brielle. In addition to the banner carried by 
Henry, two brothers were given pikes surmounted with weeds 
in place of tapers. Two horse-soldiers careered at either 
flank, as if masters of ceremonies, charged with the duty of 
keeping order, or more like dogs barking and worrying a 
flock of sheep. They had cut themselves saplings, and were 
not sparing of their blows. The Count, flourishing his horse- 
whip, gave them the example. "*Come, sing, ye idle, good- 
for-nothings, sing, and show ye are not afraid ! " The captives 
complied, and raising their voices together, sang in full, firm 
tones the " Salve Regina " and other canticles in honour of the 
Blessed Virgin and the saints. They began the " Te Deum" 
as they entered the streets of Brielle. 

All the town was agape to see them, but no feeling of 
friendliness was the cause. They advanced slowly between 
two serried hedges of scowling, malignant faces. Yet it was 
not a sight to provoke anger. This handful of men, pale, ex- 
hausted, half -naked, bearing the disfiguring traces of the 
cruelties already inflicted on them, would have caused at an- 
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other time pity instead of resentment. One of them was 
sixty, another seventy, a third had almost reached his nine- 
tieth year. Crowds at some times seem to lose all human 
feeling. Some had provided themselves with stones, which 
they threw with force. Others dashed pitchers of water in 
their faces, crying : " Asperges me, Domine." 

The martyrs were halted in the great square, in front of 
a gallows irhich was a fixture there. Again, they were made 
to march round it thrice, and then on their knees, to chant 
the litany of the saints. This they did with right good will. 
Only when they came to the end of the invocations everyone 
ceased, as none thought himself worthy to recite the prayer 
which the officiating priest says in the name of all. " Come 
let us have the " Oremus ;" we haven't had many chances of 
hearing it here lately," cried the crowd. Then Godfrey Dun£e, 
as the oldest of the priests present, pronounced, in a clear, 
firmly-modulated voice the prayer, which was heard to the 
outskirts of the crowd. With one voice the martyrs answered> 
u Amen." For*a moment there was dead silence. It was only a 
moment ; the crowd began again to jeer, groan and insult as 
before. 

At last they were brought to the prison. 

Here they found unexpected company. Besides the 
usual jail-birds, two priests had been immured there for some 
time, and two others were brought in scarcely an hour after 
the entry of the prisoners from Gorcum. The former were 
the Cures of Maesdam and Heinor ; the latter were of the 
Order of Premonstratensians. 

The prison of Brielle was composed of three dungeons, 
one above the other, and so arranged that the lowest was un- 
fit for habitation. Yet it was in this den that the blessed men 
were confined. It was pitch dark there at noon, and the floor 
was in a state of filth indescribable. The stench was enough to 
smother anyone compelled to remain there. By cautiously 
feeling with their feet they discovered that a portion of the 

Digitized by UOOQ iC 



364 Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

floor of the dungeon near the centre was higher than the rest. 
Here they gathered together, holding to one another in order 
to avoid slipping and falling on the miry ground. Their 
'first food that day was brought them about three in the 
afternoon ; but their other anxieties had caused them to be 
insensible to hunger. 

The evening was employed in examining them on their 
religion. This took place in the Hotel de Ville before the 
Count. Their firmness provoked no new outrage, except 
to Father Leonard, who was struck by one of the soldiers 
witji the back of an axe. " Strike," said the priest ; " my 
flesh is in your power, but it will not be for long." Another 
soldier threw a small hammer at Father Leonard. It struck 
Tiim in the face and caused the blood to flow. 
(To be continued.) 



DECREE CONCERNING ISOLATED TERTIAREES. 



Being much interested in the Third Order and those 
members who do not belong to any particular Congregation, 
his Eminence Cardinal Goossens, Archbishop of Malines, has 
obtained from Rome a decree which sets at rest all doubt 
about the valid reception and profession of those who, owing 
to their circumstances, have to live at a distance from any 
•Congregation of the Third Order. 

The question asked by his Eminence was : — When a 
person living isolated from any Congregation receives the 
habit of the Third Order from a priest having the necessary 
faculties, and is professed by such a priest, are his reception • 
and profession valid, though he does not belong to any Con- 
gregation. 

The answer of the Congregation of Rites was : — Yes. 
Given at Rome, 14th July, 1891. 
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THE THIRD ORDER OF ST. FRANCIS. 



{Continued from page 527.) 

Thb Third Order of St. Francis is divided into two branches : 
the Third Order Regular, of those who live in cloister ; and 
the Third Order Secular, which is the Third Order as founded 
lay our holy Father, of those who live in the world. After 
the death of St. Francis, some of the members of the Third 
Order, as instituted by him, being desirous of greater per- 
fection, united in communities, some of men, others of women, 
lived a common life, and took the three vows of religion. 
According to Benedict XIII., Paterna, it was not until the 
end of the fourteenth century, especially in Italy, that 
communities of the Third Order Regular were found. 

Three classes may be distinguished of Regular Tertians. 
Some live in cloister, and take solemn vows. Such were the 
communities of France, called the P6res de Picpus. There 
were many such in Spain and Portugal. A great number of 
iihe ruined Abbeys in Ireland belonged to this branch of the 
Third Order Regular. The Blessed Angelina da Marsciano 
was the first in Italy to embrace the cloister-life. She 
founded twenty Convents, which she placed under the direction 
of the Fathers of the Observance. St. Hyacintha de Maris- 
cotti also made choice of this mode of life in the Convent of 
Viterbo, which St. Bernardine of Sienna had founded a century 
previous. St. Lucy of Salerno became a saint by adopting 
this rule in Sicily. 

Again, there are Tertiaries who live in community, 
observing the rule of the Third Order, and make simple vows 
only. These congregations are devoted to all kinds of zealous 
and charitable works. They are the elder sisters and 
.energetic rivals of the Sisters of Charity. From the four- 
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teenth century down to the present day these Tertiaries have- 
originated and supported asylums, hospitals, houses of reffege, 
and many other similar institutions. 

Lastly, there is a third class of Regular Tertiaries, who live^ 
in the Convents of the First Order, or in those of the Clares, 
etc., doing outdoor or indoor work, as may be their calling. 
Such was St. Peter of Sienna, who, after his wife's death, 
gave all he had to the poor, and lived the rest of his life with 
the Friars Minor of Sienna. 

In the Third Order Secular there are some who belong fa> 
a Congregation canonically erected, and others who live at a 
distance from such Congregations. The number of the latter 
is growing smaller every day, as Congregations become more 
numerous. 

One of the causes of the rapid and universal growth of the- 
Third Order, and of the happy results it has attained, is that 
it took root and increased under the protection of the Apostolic 
See. Its rule, approved of in the beginning by Honorius HI. 
and Gregory IX., was again solemnly confirmed by Nicholas 
IV. in the Bull Supra montem. Since then forty Popes have 
interested themselves in the Third Order, proclaiming its 
merits, defending it against its enemies, and dowering it with 
privileges and indulgences. Father Luke Wadding, the 
Annalist of the Order, enumerates one hundred and nine 
Bulls concerning the Order granted between 1220 and 1600. 
Since then a great many more have been published. 

Pius IX., of blessed memory, granted a number of Bulls 
in favour of the Order. 

It has had, besides, the singular honour of being solemnly 
approved by two General Councils : that of Vienne, in 1309,. 
under the presidency of Pope Clement V. ; and that of the- 
Lateran, in 1572, under Leo X. 

With such high testimony in its favour, one would think 
that the Third Order could not be subject to question or 
cavilling. Yet, it had many adversaries and opponents, and 
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many who, if not actively adverse, still looked on it askance. 
Nowadays, however it may be misunderstood or mis- 
represented, only the declared enemies of the Church can 
oppose or contemn it. Since the publication of the Encyclical, 
Auspicato, of his Holiness Leo XIII., the faithful can think of 
the Third Order only with respect and admiration. 

As a relic of the times that were, we subjoin a sufficiently 
minatory passage of one of the Bulls of Gregory IX., directed 
against those who censured or undervalued the Third Order :— 

"Whosoever shall have the hardihood to criticise, to gam- 
my, or to turn into ridicule the Third Order, saying, for 
example, that this Order, being established for the married 
and the single, is good for nothing, shall incur the malediction 
of God, and of His Holy Apostles Peter and Paul. 
Whosoever, neither gainsaying nor yet disapproving of the 
Third Order, shall dare to prevent or obstruct any one from 
entering the Third Order commits thereby a grievous fault, 
for he prevents a good action, and is an obstacle to the 
spiritual well-being of a soul. Can anyone more abuse the 
goodness of God than by dissuading from their pious wish 
those who desire to serve God in being entirely converted to 
Him ? Do such not perceive that they are cursed by God, 
because they draw ofE their brethren from His service P " 

(To be continued.) 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 



(Continued from page 537.) 

" So," began the good priest, when he found himself alone 
with Felix, " so you are yery intimate with the Nordenflychts, 
Felix, and that young lady is she whom you hope to bring 
home as bride according to your letter ? ,r 

"Yes, Uncle John, I love Helen dearly." 
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" Are you sure of her love in return, and will the Gene- 
ral consent to the match f" 

" The General makes much of me since I successfully oper- 
ated on him for cataract the year before last, just after Alloa's 
death. He speaks to me as to a son, and I have every reason to 
think that he considers my professional reputation raises me to 
the same rank as his nobility; at least his own words lead me to 
this belief* I am well assured that Helen loves me : she is a 
charming, self-willed, and yet most docile child." 

" Do you think she can content your serious character* 
Felix, being as you describe her P* 

Professor Halden bent his handsome head thoughtfully. 

" Helen is young and greatly spoiled. It seems to me as 
if I can trace a line of persistent aiming at some mark beneath 
all her caprices and sudden changes of temper. I strongly 
doubt if all her good qualities have been developed. So far 
my practice has left me scant opportunity of studying her; 
and therefore I have promised to go to their home in Silesia 
this summer. My intention is to make a closer acquaintance 
before speaking any decisive word* But I let you know of 
my intention beforehand in order to have your advice in the 
most important event of my life." 

" My advice !" With a mournful smile Father Halden 
folded his hands. 

"Most certainly yours, your advice only, Uncle John # 
I beg of you do not withhold it from me." 

" It was with this intention I came, Felix. What all 
your prayers and invitations could not accomplish your last 
letter effected. I took the journey on myself, no small or 
easy undertaking at my age and present state of health. The 
importance of the cause rendered it incumbent on me." 

To hear the unselfish, humble priest thus enlarge on his 
sacrifice was a new thing, and brought to Felix a gloomy 
suspicion that his uncle's wishes clashed in this instance with 
his own. He rose and stood at the writing-desk, mechanically 
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putting into order the various objects on it ; the lamplight 
fell full on his face, throwing into clear relief its lines of 
strong determination. 

"You have some objection against my marriage with 
Helen Nordenflycht," he at last broke the painful pause. 

" Felix, once more I must ask you to-day, can you trust 
me?" 

" How can you ask? My confidence in you is unlimited." 

" And you will not ask me any grounds for the wish I 
shall utter P' 

Felix raised his dark eyes and half unconsciously shook 
his head. 

"Well then, it is my wish that you should remain un- 
married, Felix." 

Felix started up angrily, but immediately mastered his 
first angry emotion. " Uncle John," he said, speaking with 
effort, "why do you always take away the best and fairest 
out of my life ? Why must I always be compelled to cross 
your will to gain my own. As a child you chilled all my 
ardent aspirations by your endeavour to devote me to a priestly 
vocation; and now when at last I might hope you were recon- 
ciled with my calling, and when I am happy in it, you come 
and lay your cold hand on the fairest flower of my heart. 
Uncle John, why do you act thus towards me ? Tou used to 
love me so dearly !" 

A sort of suppressed agony broke from the priest's lips. 

" Felix, I would willingly give my heart's best blood to 
see you happy. May God keep from you the knowledge of 
how righteous my wish is in the matter. If up to now I have 
given way too easily, God, who is merciful, will forgive me in 
consideration of my motives. But this time it is not I alone 
who stand between you and the fulfilment of your desire, 
but the sword of justice, of a just God, who visits the sins of 
the fathers on the children even unto the third and fourth 
generation. You mustnotenter into theNordenflycht family." 
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Great drops of perspiration rolled down the pale forehead! 
of the old priest. Felix, too, had turned deadly pale. 

" Will you not tell me what mysterious event of the past 
it is that casts its shadow over my life P Uncle John, I must 
take this opportunity of telling you that these last years an 
extraordinary beggarman follows me persistently about, who 
tells me I came of a family of counts. You must give me an 
explanation." 

" Do not touch the veil." 

" Am I to yield no faith to the beggarman, Uncle John ?" 
persisted Felix. 

" Do not seek to know. Let it all be buried with me." 
The Professor remained a few moments in deep thought, 
his eyes riveted to the ground ; then he spoke : 

" I trust in you, and no more. Some stain must remain 
on my parentage which cannot be effaced. So at least I 
conclude from your wish. Alloa, our sainted Alloa, was the 
first to make the remark to me, but it was made in order to 
render me more docile to your desires. Uncle John, did 
Alloa know anything more ? Did she know of my family P" 

Father Halden replied slowly : 

* It is possible that she may have arrived at something 
like the truth, for during my last attack of illness shtf often 
helped to nurse me, and may have drawn her own conclusions 
from my delirious ravings, for she was a keen observer." 

" Alloa, my good angel !" Felix seemed much moved; 
then he added : " Why did you not take away from me in my 
youth this restless, ever-craving heart, and give in exchange 
some of your own powers of endurance and submission, so 
that I might now say, Uncle John, gladly do I give my 
life up into your hands to be moulded as seems best to you P 
But—" 

The bitter wail of his childhood which had striven so 
hard against itself, because it could not comprehend the 
stormy wave of emotion in his own breast, broke forth with 
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such, passionate violence that the old priest started and drew 
back. 

"But I am not of the stuff saints are made of; I 
cannot sacrifice all dearest to me in life without being 
allowed to see the necessity existing for it ! If a stain lies 
on my name then I shall point it out to my future bride and 
let her judge, and her alone, whether it is to raise a barrier 
between us. If she sends me away, then I shall go to the 
furthermost ends of the earth ; but should she bid me stay — 

forgive me, Uncle John " 

Felix had sunk on his knees beside Fr. Halden, leaning 
his head, as he used when a boy, against his thin, maimed 
arm. 

" Forgive me, Uncle John : but then she shall be mine ; 
no power on earth shall separate us !" % 

" Never !" said the priest in a firm, solemn voice. " You 
shall never take a wife from the Nordenflycht family. I 
shall prevent it even if to do so I must myself break to you 
the sorrowful past !" 

" Do so now, and thus end the terrible uncertainty you 
lave awakened, I implore of you." * 

" Not now — no, no, — I cannot," murmured the old priest 
faintly. He was stroking fondly the curly hair from Felix's 
heated brows, but suddenly started. " What is that P" he 
asked in a tone of displeasure, putting his finger on a scar 
until then hidden by the thick hai?. 

" There is no need to be frightened, Uncle ; that dates 
from my student days. When the affair was- over I felt 
ashamed of the folly of it, and so did not tell you about it. 
It was received in a ridiculous duel !" 

"With whom did you fight, and did you wound your 
opponent !" 

"It was the nephew of General Nordenflyjcht, Baron 
Gisbert von Nordenflycht; but he merely gcrt a alight 
.scratch/' \ 



\ 
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A livid paleness spread over Father Halden's face. 
" Felix, Felix, it was not well done of you," he cried with 
trembling lips. 

Felix looked up, somewhat surprised at this agitation. 

" You are attaohing too much importance to an event which 
is very common in student life — some stupid joke or a careless 
word often occasions such duels, which never have any grave 
results. That was how it happened with us, and we became 
capital friends after." 

" Oh, Felix, you do not know what a terrible account I 
must answer for. Swear to me never to show anything but 
kindness to the Baron von Nordenflycht. Swear by all that 
is sacred, Felix, under every circumstances to do all you can 
for the advantage of the Nordenflycht family." 

"I swear* it to you/' sounded solemnly and earnestly 
through the quiet, lofty room. 

(To be continued.) 



PERIODICALS RECEIVED. 



Illustrated Catholic ^Missions (Manchester) ; Franciscan 
Annals (Pantasaph) ; La Crociata (Turin) ; Eco di San 
Francesco (Sorrento) ; Letture Francescane (Cuneo) ; Annali 
Francescani fiMihm) ; Annates du Tiers Ordre Seraphiqm 
(Caen) ; Revue Franciscaine (Bordeaux) ; Le Messager de 
Saint Frangois (Antwerp) ; Le Saint aux Miracles (Padua) ; 
Revue du Tiers Ordre et de la Terre Sainte (Montreal) ; 
Annates Franciscaines (Paris); Revista Franciscana (Bar- 
celona) ; La Familia Cristiana (Havana) ; Die Posaune des h 
Kreuzes rVienna); Sancf Francisci Slocklein (Innsbruck) * f 
Annals <tf the Propagation of the Faith (Dublin). 
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THREE SEEKERS. 



By links of steel, or links of gold, 
By some invisible chain you hold, 

My thoughts are drawn to follow you 
Through many a desert, bleak and cold, 

Where you are not, or sun, or dew. 

For your dear sake a wanderer, 

My heart flies on through wastes of air,. 

Still on the same old hopeless quest : 
Her voice, that calls you everywhere, 

No answer hath from East or West^ 

My soul with strong triumphant faith 
Still seeking you in life, in death, 

Finds lilies blossom on her rod ; 
" Each soul shall know her own," she saith^ 

" And all roads reach the feet of God." 

My thoughts have sometimes fallen so low,- 
Scarce higher than the grass-blades show, 

My heart lies sometimes out of sight 
Down where God's harvests blow and grow^ 

Below the daisies, gold and white. 

But my soul waits and suffers long, 
Her silence doeth God no wrong, 

Her trust is not importunate ; 
Her gaze goes after the lark's song 

That enters Heaven's open gate. 

Katharine iittNAN*. 
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A SWISS GOOD-NIGHT. 



Who has not felt the soft sweetness that steals over the 
heart when, at evening's close, some welcome voice greets us 
with the simple wish, " good-night ?" The very peasant in his 
humble cottage is moved to tenderness at its sound, and the 
pampered children of the rich forget, at least for a time, the 
more prosaic world of ease and comfort in order to taste the 
higher joys of poetry. Soft, sweet, and poetical is this 
favourite greeting, be it in the palaces of the rich or in the 
lowly dwellings of the poor. But sweeter far, more majestic 
still and more sublime, when it resounds through the Alpine 
heights of Switzerland. 

When the parting sunbeams kiss for the last time the 
snow-covered summits of the mountains, and when the 
valleys below are already wrapt in the slumbers of the night, 
the shepherd who dwells on the highest ridge leaves his hut 
and proclaims through his speaking-trumpet the solemn 
words, " Praise the Lord," which are repeated in turn by the 
neighbouring shepherds, so that the hills and valleys are 
made to resound with the praise of their Creator. This often 
lasts for a quarter of an hour. Then there is a short pause, 
an awe-inspiring stillness. All are wrapt in prayer. Once 
more the uppermost shepherd grasps his horn and soon the 
hills resound with the peaceful prayer: " Good-night." How* 
beautiful ! 

Francis. 



of 
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NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



Beatifications. — His Holiness has recently signed a 
Decree admitting the introduction of the cause of Beatifica- 
tion of the Venerable Fr. Modestin di Gestl e Maria, a Friar 
Minor Alcantarine, who died at Naples in 1854, in the odour 
of sanctity. On the 7th July last the Congregation of Bites 
commenced the examination of the cause of Beatification of 
a Franciscan Tertiary, the Yen. Maria Crocifissa. 

A Decree of the same Congregation confirms the venera- 
tion rendered from time immemorial to Pope Adrian III. 

Another Decree, approved by the Holy Father, solemnly 
consecrates to the Blessed Virgin the whole of the Congo 
Free State with the 40,000,000 of souls confided to the care 
of the Belgian Fathers. 

* * * * 

The new organ for the Church of St. Francis, Limerick, 
is the first of any magnitude, we are informed, that has been 
built throughout on the tubular pneumatic system. The ad- 
vantages of the new mechanism are many, chief among them 
being lightness of touch, absence of friction, impossibility of 
cyphering and sticking. The instrument has been made for 
Father Fitzmaurice by Mr. White, of York Street, Dublin. 

* * * * 

We have to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of a 
series of photographs and two illustrated volumes,[descriptive 
of that old Franciscan town, San Antonio, Texas, from Mr. 
Bowen, a resident, whose kindness we have experienced 
before now; The history of San Antonio is of great interest, 
and we hope to be able to make our readers acquainted with 
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it shortly. The photos came to us through the kindness of 
Fr. Carlo Vissani, Commissary of the Holy Land for 
America, who is on his way to make his report at Jerusalem. 



We have received a detailed account of the miraculous 
cure of Angela .Mamprin through the intercession of St. 
Anthony of Padua. The cure was most certainly a miracu- 
lous one. 

* • * * 

St. Francis op Assist and the Propagation of the 
Third Order. — To this admirable reprint of the Encyclical 
Letter of the Holy Father is added a short life of the 
Blessed Luchesius, the first to join the Third Order. 

The pamphlet may be had of Warburton and Co., New- 
-castle-upon-Tyne. 

* * * * 

We are persuaded that the most edifying "Life of Blessed 
Michelina of Pesaro" (E. Butler and Sons, Preston) is by the 
same hand. 



An Interesting Belic. — Until very recently the Monas- 
tery of Our Lady of Charity, Bartestree, Hereford, was 
possessed of a very interesting relic — the surplice worn by 
the Abb£ Edgeworth when he attended Louis XVI. of 
France on the scaffold. It formed part of the collection of 
the late Robert Beddulph Phillipps, who founded the monas- 
tery, and it came into the possession of the nuns after his 
-death. It was of an old-fashioned make, very short and 
square on the shoulders, and trimmed with exquisitely- 
worked English lace. A couple of years ago, the Mother 
^Superior generously presented it to the Countess of 
Chambord, and it now forms part of the collection in the 
Chapelle Eocpiatoire in Paris. 
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THE FRANCISCAN CONVENT OF DERRY AND 
THE OTHER RELIGIOUS HOUSES OF THE 
CITY. 
By the Rev. James M'Loughlin, P.P., Killeter. 



Protestant writers are always boasting of the memorable 
siege and the gallant conduct of the defenders of the city. 
This is repeated at almost every political meeting throughout 
the United Kingdom. If the same struggle had been made 
throughout the rest of the island as in the north-west of 
Ulster, there would have been no English domination in 
Ireland, and no necessity for a siege in Derry. Derry and 
Donegal and Tyrone were the last places in Ireland where 
the English power found a footing. The first attempt to 
establish English power in Derry dates from the year 1566, 
when Lord Sydney was Deputy. Shane O'Neill, first Earl 
of Tyrone, gave occasion by his rebellion, owing to the 
persecutions of the times, for the first English garrison in 
Derry. Lord Sydney, at the head of an army, advanced 
against O'Neill. The Deputy entrusted seven companies of 
foot and a troop of horse to Edward Randolph, to sail 
along the Foyle and give battle to O'Neill at Derry. In this 
engagement Randolph lost his life. This occurred in 1566. 
The command of the army was given to Colonel Edward 
St. Lowe ; but by the accidental explosion of a powder magazine 
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in the Cathedral, by which the town and fort were blown up, 
the provisions destroyed, and many lives lost, St. Lowe found 
Derry untenable by the English troops, and withdrew them 
from the city, and returned to Dublin. To avoid O'Neill 
of Tyrone, he did not pass by the direct line, but led his 
troops by a circuitous route, through Tyrconnell and Con- 
naught. * 

Till the time of Docwra, in 1600, the English never found 
a footing in Derry. It is true Henry VIII. suppressed the 
monasteries and gave their lands to his favourites. This 
suppression was repeated by the^eleventh of Elizabeth. De- 
spite the laws of Henry and the more stringent law of the 
eleventh of Elizabeth, the Religious Orders still held their 
ground till the year 1600. It is true there was a gunpowder 
explosion in the Cathedral, but only a portion of it was de- 
molished, and religious worship was performed in the remain- 
ing portion. 

The real persecution against the Catholics of Derry dates 
from the time of Docwra, when the Cathedral and Churches 
and all the Religious houses and the residences of the Deans 
and Canons were all demolished. As I have already observed, 
Docwra employed the stones in building the new city of 
Derry, but a considerable portion was employed in the con- 
tinuation of the walls that surround the city. 

The stones that were used by Docwra in building his own 
residence, and the other houses of the town, cannot be easily 
discerned at the present day, but many of the stones in the 
walls are silent but significant witnesses 'of the places from 
which they were taken. If the tourist go round the walls, 
let him begin opposite Castle Street, and proceed to Butcher's 
Q-ate, and round as far as the Protestant Cathedral. Let him 
examine minutely the stones on the parapet walls, and the 
port-holes, and he will find the masonry very rude and the 

stones badly dressed; for many of the stones are the 

____ __ — _ — _ — _ — _ \. 
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-same as those found in the quarries that surround the town — 
the common schist stone. He will find, interspersed among 
these, many stones well dressed and of a difEerent class from 
the rest. These are red sand-stone, which is not employed 
either in the walls or in the buildings of the city, as far as 
discernible. Let the tourist make a circuit of the walls out- 
side, beginning at Butcher's Gate, and let him proceed as far 
as the angle at Long Tower Street, and he will find the walls 
. interspersed with the same red sand-stone. Let him examine 
one of the buttresses of Butcher's Gate, and he will find red 
sand stone, chiselled in the most exact proportions, supporting 
the arch of this gate. At the corner of Long Tower Street 
he ^rill find the angle of the wall built also of red sand-stone. 
Except these red sand-stones, the masonry and stones employed 
in the work are of the rudest description. When I called 
th.e attention of a fellow-tourist to those sand-stones, he 
told me that many of those stones bore evidence of tracery. 
I cannot, vouch however, for the accuracy of this, as I did 
not examine them minutely. 

Let the tourist then proceed around the east and south- 
ern side of the walls, beginning opposite Castle Street, and 
going round as far as the Protestant Cathedral, and he will 
find no red sand-stone in all this circuit. If the sand-stone 
were brought over the Foyle, where red sand- stone is to be 
found at Faughanvale, it would have been used in the east 
side of the u Isle of the Derry." 

"Wherever a red sub-stratum of clay is found, there is as a 

• rule an alternate layer of red-sand stone. Jin building 

Albert Street, about thirty-five years ago, the contractor told 

me he found a stratum of red clay; therefore, as a consequence, 

- red sand-stone must exist in that district. I shall refer to 

this more in detail hereafter, when writing on the site of the 

Cistercian Convent, which was in this district. Religious 

Houses, and the Cathedral and Churche3, and residences of 

" the Dean and Canons, were used in building the walls of the 
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City.* Now the question arises why are red sand-stones to 
be found only on the north-west and a portion of the south 
city walls, and none in the other portions P The answer is : — 
This part of the walls adjoined the houses of the Dominicans, 
the Cathedral, Episcopal Palace, the Convent of the Cister- 
cians in Albert Street, the Dubh Regies of St. Columba, and 
the residences of the Dean and Canons. Hence the stones 
were only used in this part of the walls. 

Templemore, or the old Cathedral of Derry, was, accord- 
ing to the testimony of Dr. O'Donovan, the largest and best 
finished Cathedral in Ireland before the Anglo-Norman inva- 
sion. The Four Masters make an error in its dimensions. They 
say it was only eighty feet in length, whilst the Annals of 
Ulster say it was ninety feet. Both have made a great error. 
Colgan, who was a native of Innishowen, and knew Derry 
well, says "it was eighty paces in length "t Colonel St. 
Lowe converted this magnificent Cathedral into a magazine, 
and his officers and soldiers held riot therein ; but the punish- 
ment of God fell upon them, by an explosion of gunpowder, 
which destroyed so many lives, and quantities of provisions 
and ammunition. This was the first specimen of English 
liberty which the Catholics of Derry received at the hands of 
English officers. Is it any wonder their feelings were em- 
bittered when they saw their great Cathedral converted into 
an arsenal, and a portion of it demolished ? Can you blame 
them if their feelings became exasperated when they saw the 
walls of that Cathedral, in which they and their fathers often 
knelt and prayed, levelled to the ground, and the stones em- 
ployed in building a residence for Docwra and houses for his 
English and Scottish myrmidons ; and constructing walls to 
intimidate them? But, the indignity did not end here - 
The Dubh Regies, hallowed by the residence and name of the 
great Saint Columba, shared the same fate. Even the Convent 
of the poor Cistercian Nuns outside the present Bishop's Gate, 
* Ordnance Memoir. t Ibid. 
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and situate on the street now known as Albert Street, shared 
the same fate as the Dubh Regies. Derry Jail is built on the 
garden of the poor Nuns. This garden was designated in the 
Inquisitions of 1602 and 1609, as Garnegalliagh, or the 
" Nuns' garden." The Dominican Convent, which was a large 
building, and contained at one time 150 Religious, and was 
situate outside the city walls, between the street now known 
as Cowbog street, and directly opposite the Franciscan Friary 
in Abbey street,,was also levelled to the ground. The Domi- 
nicans had no land, and the Franciscans had only a small 
moiety of three acres. 

Of all those Churches and Religious Houses there is not a 
vestige to be seen. Archaeologists have difficulty in identify- 
ing where they stood. I have identified, after much labour 
and anxious inquiry, the site of a Cistercian Nunnery, which 
I shall prove in a subsequent paper. There is no difficulty 
in ^identifying the Dubh Regies nor the cemetry in which 
the ashes of Kings, Princes, Bishops, Abbots and Professors 
of Divinity commingle in the same church-yard. The 
Monastery of the Augustinians, situate in the garden of the 
Protestant Bishop, is easily known. Abbey Street testifies to 
the site of the Franciscan Convent. In other cities where 
there are religious mementoes of the past, there are ruined 
towers and ivy-clad walls, but no such mementoes exist in 
Derry. Let us examine the old maps of Derry in the order 
of time. The first map is Raven 9 s Map of 1625, executed 
twenty-five years after the arrival of Docwra. None of the 
ruins of the old Churches or Religious Houses are delineated 
on this map. Let us examine Neville's Map of 1689. All we 
find delineated here are the " foundations of the old Cathedral, 
or Long Tower, with the church-yard attached thereto," but 
no notice of the Dubh Regies ; the only other reference is 
" Saint Columbkille's Wells." 

In the map of 1768, it appears on the south side of the 
"city, outside the walls ; there were only three streets, Meet- 
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ing-house Lane, Map Lane, and Ferguson's Lane. On this 
map there are delineated also, the Bishop's Garden, near the 
Casino, and the Bishop's Bowling Green, which is now the 
Catholic College at the Casino. This was formerly the resi- 
dence of the Earl of Bristol, Bishop of Deny. Many memories, 
some of which are not hallowed, cluster around the Casino. 
Now, the question will naturally arise in the minds of men, 
why were all the mementoes of the old religion destroyed ? - 
The answer is, most of ^the inhabitants of Deny in the first 
quarter of the 17th century were Scottish Planters, and 
carried with them to Derry all the bigotry and intolerance 
and hatred of everything Catholic, chiefly Religious Houses, 
which characterised their forefathers in the land of Knox. In 
^he time of Knox, the Scotch Calvinists destroyed all the 
Cathedrals, Convents, and Churches north of the Tweed — St. 
Mungo's in Glasgow being the only exception.* In 1637 
there were not more than 40 houses of the English Planters 
in Derry, whilst the Scottish Planters, at the same time, were 
twenty to om of the English.! 

The same spirit of bigotry and hatred of everything Catholic 
which characterised the early Scottish Planters permeates their 
Presbyterian descendants to the present day. No doubt a few 
oi them, who are engaged in trade and wish to secure cus- 
tom and patronage from the Catholics of Derry, Donegal 
and Tyrone, profess liberal opinions, but let us ask why 
Catholics, with a population of 4,000 above all other sects 
are excluded from the Corporation, the Harbour Board, and 
all offices of emolument at the disposal of those boards ? In 
the learned professions, the Catholics, though not the more 
numerous, hold the foremost place. 

Many of the leading drapers and hardware merchants are 
Catholics, the leading vintners and hotel-keepers are 
Catholics, and some of the best houses of the city are owned 
by Catholics. 

(To be continued.) 

* Heylin. -j- Ordnance Memoir. 
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ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI. 



{Continued from page 556.) 

The son of the draper of Assisi had another kind teacher in 
nature, that gentle mother who hides the ruggedness of the- 
rocks in moss, the sharp edges of the hills in clouds, and the 
barrenness of the tall mountains in snow, whose whiteness igr 
"but the shadow of the radiance of a sinless soul. Nature 
was a teacher whom Francis loved till death, with a love that 
knew no change. The love of nature was not so rare in the 
middle ages as the hard mosaics and carvings of the time 
would lead one to suppose. "We are told that one Joachim of 
Florence, a predecessor of S. Francis, stopped one day in the 
middle of his sermon, when he saw the weather clearing 
suddenly, and went out of the church with the congregation 
to make them see the beauty of the fields while yet glisten- 
ing with raindrops in the sunshine. This fact shows that 
love of nature was not wanting at that period; but the love of 
S. Francis for nature had nothing like it : it was unique, 
even in those ages of faith. He loved nature with an 
earnestness which has never been surpassed or equalled. In 
this love of S. Francis for nature there was admiration 
for what was fair to see, there was a tenderness for that far- 
reaching life, which breathes in the least grass blade, and 
in the noblest and fairest of mankind. This love was lost in 
wonder over the exquisite colouring of a flower, or the lithe- 
someness of a vine that wound itself softly around a tree. 
Every insect and every bird had a charm for S. Francis. 
He loved them, not with the selfish love of a naturalist, but 
with the thoughtful love of a brother or a friend. He was 
really anxious that every plant would have the sunshine it 
needed, that every bird would have its nest, that the least 
thing which bore a trace of the Creator's handiwork would 
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have that share of happiness which befitted it, and after 
which it unwittingly longed. He was born in a land which 
is at once noble and very fair. He spent his youth in feast- 
ing his eyes on Umbria and its fleckless splendour ; the ex- 
quisitely drawn outlines of its mighty mountains, the mellowed 
sternness which gives it an aspect which can never be for- 
gotten. Being a good and constant walker, he made his way to 
the peaks of the hills and to the depths of the valleys, through 
the fields that were tilled and the woods that were lonely. 
He missed not the beauty of the lowly brook or the 
grandeur of the lofty home from which it came. Lining in 
Assisi, the views around him were vast and varied. That old 
city is set right in the face of the noonday sun on the 
southern slope of Mount Subasio ; in the valley beneath, the 
Chioggio wends its way among the olive groves. In front a 
rugged and frowning mountain lifts its head. To the right 
and to the left the valley lies between chains of hills of 
purple which gradually fade away into an azure so sweet 
that the eye never wearies of its softness. 

Assisi towers above these marvellous landscapes, and 
one is continually surprised, notwithstanding the height of 
the houses, by exquisite glimpses of scenery. At every turn 
of the street, from every seat on every terrace, from every 
open window there are stretches of landscape which cannot 
be surpassed, or perhaps equalled all the world over. The 
Bernardones lived in the highest part of the city, and they 
could not go out of doors without seeing, beyond the ramparts 
of their city, everything that was beautiful and grand. 
When the Italian springtide, or the glory of the sunshine of 
a morning in May was upon the scene, all must have 
seemed exceeding lovely, and the life of Francis must have 
been enchantment. 

Nature and the Proven9al poetry were the two great 
teachers of S. Francis. The things which were happening 
around him finished his education. His youth saw the 
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struggle of Assisi to free itself from the German duke whom 
the Emperor had inflicted on them. Francis was over six- 
teen years of age when his fellow-citizens, taking advantage 
of the absence of Conrad Yon Lutzen, arose as one man and 
advanced to besiege the citadel, of which the ruined towers 
and portions of the enormous wall are still to be seen. The 
Rocca Rosea, a strong fortress of the foreign tyrant's, was 
taken and immediately dismantled. They next set about 
repairing the ramparts of the city. There was nothing to 
be done then but to clear Assisi from the foes that were 
within, those grinding and grasping nobles who kept garri- 
son in their fortified palaces, and lived as it were in a land 
which they had conquered. Those among them who accepted 
the new regime received honourable conditions ; the citizens 
agreed to allow them a certain republican dignity. After a 
series of assaults and conflagrations the other nobles yielded, 
and Umbria counted another free city as its own. 

Francis- Bernardone stood by the people and was a trusty 
comrade. It is extremely doubtful that he looked on with 
folded arms at these noble struggles for independence. 
From all that we know of him, that was not likely. The 
spirit had not yet breathed on that young head, which was in 
a ferment through its own undiscovered energy, and its 
power to control the energies of other. The future soldier 
"of the Gospel, for whom countless peaceful victories were in 
store, was willing for the moment to be a warlike boy who 
raved of adventure, conquest, glory, and chivalry, and was 
ready at any moment to unsheathe his sword ; he was light- 
hearted and full of fun ; he cared for nothing but song and 
laughter, counting as matters of importance the items of a 
feast, or the cut of a coat he had to wear; he spent his 
father's crowns right lavishly when he was not immersed in 
some solitary meditation, or lost behind his ledger building 
castles in the air. His disciples, later on, must have wondered 
at the contrasts which his life presented. He was a dandy 
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to the tips of his nails, while he wanted to be a hero, feeling 
that he would become one, although he was far from knowing 
how his longing would be brought to pass. Those who knew 
him had the same feeling about him, appearances notwith- 
standing. He drove refinement into childishness ; he dressed 
in the most extraordinary fashion ; he acted the exquisite and 
the fastidious at table ; he stopped his nostrils to avoid nasty- 
smells, and he kept the crowd on tiptoe waiting for the great 
things he was to do. Some of his father's friends shook their 
heads like thrifty shop-keepers at the life of a gentleman he 
was leading, but the people at large thought better of him* 
When they saw him passing, with the air of a duke, richly 
•clad in costly garb, they were proud somehow of the lad, and 
oould not say a hard thing of him, through a feeling that he 
would some day be really great. 

It is easier to prove than to explain the strange power to 
win affection which was one of the sources of his success. All 
contemporary writers say the same thing of him. Whether 
they knew him in his early or late years, as king of the 
youth of Assisi, or as the mortified Seraph of La Verna, it is 
still the same word: " so winning.' 9 They do not pretend that 
he was handsome, especially at a time when strength was 
much esteemed. His person was little and frail, his com- 
plexion pale and delicate, his figure was lanky, his features 
finely cut, his neck thin, little ears, tiny hands, small feet ; 
nothing very striking about him in any way, except the 
beautiful and honest look of his dark eyes, and the unspeak- 
able charm of his face, which was the mirror surely of his 
exquisitely charming soul. The gentle grace which unfail- 
ingly marked his deeds, and was to be found in the noblest 
and in the sternest deed alike, shone from his countenance 
and won towards him the hearts of men. His sweet and 
gentle voice finished the work, and led them to obey him 
willingly. The world bent its neck beneath his rule almost 
before it knew what that rule would be. Meanwhile his 
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lather had made him a partner in his business, and was 
rather proud that he had such a gifted son. S. Francis, before 
Lis conversion — and this is a strange fact in his history — 
was a clever man of business, ever ready to increase his gains.. 
He minded his shop and the practices which help to push 
on a trade. 

(7o be continued.) 



FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT. 



1 Look thou into thy heart, and write ! 
Tes, into life's deep stream." — Longfellow. 



CHAPTER I, 

I stand upon the extreme verge of life. Already the mys- 
terious shadows of that great " for ever *' seem to be gather- 
ing around me. Yet I have no fear — nay, I rather hail them 
as messengers to warn me that I am nearing that rest which 
I have so long sighed for. It is after some hesitation that I 
have determined to record the strange drama of my life ; but 
the thought has occurred to me that perhaps some souls — 
(how happy I should be if only one) — may be warned against 
wandering into forbidden paths, which in my case so nearly 
— oh, so neady ! — ended in " everlasting death." 

I was born in the little village of St. Pierre, in the pro- 
vince of Auvergne. My father was a gentleman farmer. My 
mother died while I was still an infant, yet not before I had 
learned to love her, and to cherish her memory as something 
almost sacred. Our home was situated on the side of a 
deep valley in which the pretty little village lay. In the 
distance on every side the Auvergnes lifted their huge heads 
towards heaven. How often have I watched with childish 
wonder the red sun sink down behind the mountain barrier,. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



588 Irish Franciscan Tertiary. 

while the golden light of evening gilded each giant peak, or 
shot upwards and crimsoned each cloud, till the scene looked 
like a dream. Then have I stood while my heart almost stopped 
beating, overwhelmed by a strange awe. Then, as the sweet 
music of the [Angelns would steal upwards from the valley 
beneath and whisper to the soul a message of peace and love, 
I have fallen on my knees, and my whole heart has gone tip 
to God in the pure and innocent devotion of a child. Oh, 
had I never wandered from these scenes of healthful labour, 
innocent enjoyment, and quiet [repose, how happy my life 
might have been ! But wherefore this P God surely knew 
what was the best. Being an only child, it was my father's 
ambition that I should be well educated, and for this purpose 
the Cur6 of the village, Pere Moreau, undertook to initiate me 
into the mysteries of mathematics, and to introduce me to 
those sages of Borne and Greece who have ever been the 
delight of the pedant and the bane of the schoolboy. 

I made rapid progress in my studies, especially mathe- 
matics, for I was naturally of a logical turn of mind. But my 
chief delight and recreation was music, and in this, as in most 
other subjects, the Pere was an efficient teacher. I would 
listen for hours while his supple fingers awoke the wailings of 
the Miserere or the grand triumphant burst of Gloria in exceteis ! 

When I was about fifteen, one day my father unexpectedly 
asked me what profession I would like to adopt. I was some- 
what surprised, as I never had thought on the subject, but I 
said I would consider. 

That evening, as I was strolling pre-occupied up the road 
which led from the village, I nearly came into collision with 
someone. I looked up and perceived it was the Cure. 

" Lost in thought," he said, with a smile. 

"Yes, Father/' I replied, " I was thinking very deeply 
when I met you." 

" And might I ask," he answered, still smiling, " what is 
the subject of this deep meditation P" 
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In a few words I told him my father's question, and 
ended by begging his advice on the subject. 

For answer he took my arm in his, and saying, " Come/' 
moved slowly up the hilL I looked up ; the setting sun was 
shining in his face. How placid it looked ! And his eyes, how 
strangely thoughtful ! 

CHAPTER II. 

At length the CurS broke the silence. He spoke slowly 
nay, almost severely. " My dear child," he said, " it is hard 
for such as I to advise you in this matter. When you 
have lived as long as I have you will look upon life in a 
different light from what you do now. Age and experience 
teach us many things. The enthusiasm of youth colours the 
future with brightness, which, alas ! it rarely possesses. It 
is generally only after years of labour — ay, it may be of 
Suffering and pain — that we can fully gauge what life is really 
worth. I would not for a moment cast a gloom over your 
fresh young life, nor fill you with forebodings ; but, oh ! my 
child, I have lived long, and if those years have taught me 
one lesson above all others it is this, to know how true were 
the words of the ' royal preacher ' when he cried in the bitter- 
ness of his soul, • All is vanity and vexation of spirit.' And, 
oh ! believe me that the highest earthly ambition, the greatest 
guerdon that fame can bestow, has never brought peace or 
happiness to any heart. There is one thing, and one alone, 
that can fill every longing, calm every fear, make life noble, 
true, and profitable — it is the love of God and the keeping of 
His law.* 

The Cur£ ceased speaking, and for a moment his head 
was bowed as if in silent prayer. When he spoke again 
his voice was soft and gentle. " Do not think, my dear 
child," he continued, "that I would have you adopt a reli- 
gious profession against your will, nor do I say that this is 
the only way to live for God. You can go forth into the 
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world, live in the world, and still be not * of the world- 
There is no man, no matter how humble may be his station,, 
no matter how situated, but can do good ; there are, and 
have been men, true saints of God, who have lived and died 
unnoticed and unknown, whose holy deeds, unreckoned by 
men, were chanted by angels. Still, I think it my duty to- 
tell you that this is the wisest course, and the best and safest 
way of devoting yourself, time, talents and intellect to God, 
and to Him alone. Remember, it lies in your own hands ; 
yet, let my last words to you be, think of it." 

Already the sun had sunk behind the mountain and the 
light was fading fast ; silently, side by side, we descended the 
hill together. With a fervent good-night the CurS parted from 
me and passed down the long, steep, white road which led to- 
. the village ; while I entered my father's house, and early that 
night sought my couch. 

It was in vain, however, that I tried to sleep ; the parting; 
words of the good priest haunted me ; bewildering visions in 
endless succession filled my brain. Now I was in the quiet 
cloisters; I heard the evening hymn of the monks, the 
music of the vesper-bell stealing through the calmness of 
the evening air. Then the scene changed : it was a crowded 
theatre ; from my quivering violin I had just poured forth 
my soul in one of Beethoven's master-pieces. I could fancy 4 
the breathless silence, then the wild applause, which thrilled 
every fibre of my frame ; then, in the midst of my triumph, 
I heard the whispered word, " Think !" At length I slept,, 
only to dream over again scenes like these multiplied to an 
endless extent. 

The days passed rapidly away. I met the good priest 
often ; but he never alluded even in the most casual way to- 
our conversation, and though a bitter struggle was going on 
in my own soul, I never invited him to speak on the subject,, 
which I felt, nevertheless, was occupying both our hearts. 

One day I obtained the life of a celebrated singer and 
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public performer. I read it eagerly. The author, in the 
language of enthusiasm, told of glorious triumph ; of how 
kings and queens had listened enraptured to his strains how 
the great of the land vied to do him honour ; and as I read my 
lieart burned and every vein in my body throbbed with 
excitement. "What !" I exclaimed aloud, " forsake such a 
life as this ! Never ! never ! Have I not skill P Have I not 
talent ? Is it not for me to win such renown as this ? I feel 
I have a future before me, that destiny has great things in 
*tore for me. Shall I not go forward to meet my fate P" 

From that moment my mind was made up. I would 
follow out the art I loved, come what may. I informed my 
father and the good priest. The former seemed to agree 
with me ; the latter made no comment, but seemed kinder 
than ever. All my arrangements were soon made. I was 
to proceed to Paris to study under the guidance of a then 
celebrated master ; then my future depended on myself. 

The weeks flew quickly by. The morning of my 
departure arrived. I stood on the steps of the stage-coach. 
My father bade me an affectionate farewell ; but it was the 
fervent hand-clasp, and the low breathed " God bless you !" 
of the Cure that sunk deepest into my heart and brought 
.the ready tears to my eyes. 

{To be continued.) 



O FATHER! GUIDE MY FEET. 



O Father ! guide my feet 

That I may walk in paths that lead to Ihee ; 
E'en though the bitter sleet 

Of wintry storms beat heavily on me, 
O guide me safe to Thee ! 
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Father ! I have toiled, 

Faint-hearted oft, along life's flinty road ; 
And more than once recoiled, 

And tried to shirk my cross's heavy load ; 
Too far seemed Thy abode. 

And then a sadden voice, 

Rising from some brown-throated singing bird, 
Would bid my soul rejoice ; 

That through the distance once again I heard 
That Thou must be my choice. 

The whole wide universe] 

Turns with deep rythm to Thy glorious powers, 
And we who here rehearse, 

Our petty aims for one brief trial hour, 
We sing to Thee no verse. 

We bring to Thee no praise 

That equals bird, or bloom, or woodland rill, 
Or sunshine of glad days, 

Where Nature wisely owns Thy sovereign will, 
And never from it strays. 

'Tis with the setting sun, 

When worn with toil we cry aloud to Thee: 
" Thy will, not mine, be done !" 

Father, shed Thy light afar on me, 
And guide me safe to Thee. 

Father ! guide my feet 

That they may walk in paths that lead to Thee; 
Though fiercest summer heat 
Or winter storms beat heavily on me, 

O guide me safe to Thee ! 

Agnes M. Manning. 
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THE MARTYRS OF GORCUM. 



(Continued from page 564.) 
They were remanded to prison, but this time to an upper 
storey, less moist and pestilential. Bread, and a great pitcher 
of water were provided for their supper. It was sorrow, 
more bitter than their physical sufferings, to find that their 
holy band had been tampered with by the enemy. The 
Calvinists, after the first examination, had some hope they 
might be able to gain over the Cure of Maesdam, the young 
Franciscan brother Henry, and one of the Canons of Gorcum. 
Those they insulted by better lodging in the house of the 
head of police. Their hope, alas ! was too well-founded. 

On the morrow, which happened to be the 8th of July, 
being encouraged by this partial success, the heretics pro- 
mised themselves a decisive victory. The over simple- 
minded answer of one of the young Franciscans, that " his 
beliei was exactly the same as the Father Guardian's," gave 
them reason to think that if they could win over the principal 
prisoner, the rest would- very easily follow. The seven who 
were best instructed amongst them, were therefore made to 
appear a second time in chains before the council of the town. 
Those so honoured, were the two Premonstratensians, the 
Guardian and Vicar of the Franciscans, the two.Cur^s of 
Gorcum, and Godfrey Marvellan, another Franciscan. This 
new examination occurred at the instigation of two brothers 
of Father Pic, who had come to Brielle to procure his release, 
being more anxious for the welfare of his body than of his 
soul. 

The sitting was held under the presidency of the Count ; 
two ministers were present, and a writer who took a report 
of what was said. 

One of the ministers was formerly a sailor of Gorcum, 
and a heavy drinker, who did not know two words of Latin. 
Whenever any answer embarrassed him, his way out of the 
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difficulty was to tell the magistrates to " hang them, hang 
them, and have done with it !" The other, more learned and 
bristling with quotations Irom the Bible, was called Andre. 
He had been formerly Catholic priest of the Church of St. 
Catherine of Brielle. When the Gueux became masters of 
his parish, he had changed his politics, and, at the same time, 
his religion. 

The examination* began by asking the prisoners whether 
and wherefore they believed in the authority of the Pope of 
Rome. Leonard Vechel protested that to his mind this was 
the corner-stone of Christian unity. He added that he could 
not understand how Protestants condemn those who did so 
believe ; according to them, faith was free, and every one 
had a right to whatever belief he should find in the Scrip- 
tures ; and if the Holy Ghost showed any one the infallibility 
of Peter and his successors therein, what reason had they for 
finding fault with him ? Would they deny him the right 
of private judgment which they claimed for all? The 
minister was embarrassed. He could not answer either yes 
or no, so like all who dispute but do not want to find the 
truth, he parried the question. 

"Since," he said, "you appear disposed to reason out of 
the Holy Scriptures, agree to a methodical discussion, and 
let us argue according to form." 

The offer was accepted. In the discussion which fol- 
lowed, the Protestants did themselves no credit, and it 
abruptly ended by their turning the Catholics out of the room. 

Before sending them away for good, the Count had a 
private interview with the Premonstratensian, James Lacop, 
whose amiable manners and graceful speech had almost made 
an impression on his savage heart. All the promises and 
threats he made use*of were unheeded. 

Just then a messenger arrived with letters for the Count 
from Marin Brant, from the town council of Gorcum and 
from the Prince of Orange. These communications, though 
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favourable in matter, were fateful for the prisoners. The 
Count was enraged at the idea of any one taking a high tone 
with him, even William of Orange, and he grew even more 
determined on his cruel course. 

The Guardian's two brothers at last gained what they 
Bcarcely dared to hope would be granted. They were 
allowed to take their brother to their lodgings, on the condi- 
tion that none of the other prisoners were to accompany him. 
The holy religious had several times refused to leave his 
companions. He yielded at last to the repeated solicitations 
of his brothers. It was thought that if he could be won over 
lie would not be long alone: this was the motive of the 
favour granted him. 

At nightfall the three sat down to what was to be the 
Franciscan's last repast. It would be impossible to set down 
all that brotherly affection, stimulated by the deadly danger, 
did to gain his apostacy. 

The holy martyr thanked them warmly for their kindness, 
which touched him more than he cared to show. What 
availed all their plans for a happy future on earth P They 
knew none such would be for him if bought at the price of 
perversion from the faith. They did not desist, and assailed 
him with theological arms. The Franciscan, deep read in 
Scripture, had little difficulty in reducing all their reasonings 
to absurdity.. Seeing their absolute failure, they feigned to 
forget for a moment all difference of opinion, and addressed 
themselves to the food and wine on the table, hoping that 
the wine would bend his iron resolution. Father Nicholas, 
weakened by long fasting, did not refuse taking part in the 
repast, but it was with an innocent enjoyment which became 
iim. His air showed no trace of grief. As if a friend in 
the midst of friends, he led the conversation, and gave it a 
tone of easy gaiety, which appeared wonderful in one who 
knew he was not to see another sunrise. 

But as soon as his brothers began again their insidious 
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advances, his countenance grew stern, and he begged them 
to cease troubling him about his earthly prospects. 

"Do you think," he said, "that by the poltroonery you 
propose I may escape death P No, I would only die a little 
later, in five, ten, perhaps thirty years, it matters little, only 
to fall into hell. I would have made a great bargain ! Let 
me rather at once reach heaven. You know I am not afraid 
of death. I have already tasted what it is like." 

At this the brothers, with simulated rage, treated him as 
a madman, and heaped every kind of reproach on him. 
Nicholas, to prove how little he was moved by this stratagem, 
stretched himself on a bench and was soon sound asleep. 
Struck with surprise, the brothers were silent. They gazed 
at him motionless for fear of disturbing his slumber, and in 
their hearts they could not help feeling for a brother so 
courageous. 

A far different scene was taking place in the Count's 
abode. He had begun the night as usual, and had soon 
surpassed his nightly intemperance, under the spur of his 
anger at the Prince of Orange's letter. He re-read it and 
discovered that it was not even the original, but a copy that 
Marin Brant had sent him. Enraged out of bounds at this, 
he ordered the immediate execution of every one of the 
Gorcum prisoners, repeating continually that he was master, 
and would be mastef, and that he cared as much for the 
Prince of Orange as he did for that blackguard Brant. 

His words did not fall on unheeding ears. The base 
executors of his brutal designs, ran in haste to where Father 
Nicholas lay fast asleep, woke him hurriedly, and led him to 
the place where the other martyrs were. They amounted to 
the number of twenty, bound two and two. A crowd of 
soldiers, horse and foot, surrounded them. 

It was the 9th July, 1572. The town clock struck the 
first hour of day. 

(To be continued.) 
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FELIX'S VOCATION. 



(Continued from page 572.) 

" Now acknowledge, most revered Professor, is not this 
splendid? The castle with its hothouse flowers and stately 
palms decorating the old rooms; then the magnificent view 
over the valley to the Riesengebirge mountains is enchan- 
ting." 

" You are right, Lady Helen. Ever since I have been 
here one of my old boyish ideas keeps haunting me unceasingly 
— if only I had wings to soar high in the air and then look 
down upon the earth. What ecstasy it would be to wing 
one's flight heavenward I" 

" I am by no means of that opinion/' said Helen, with a 
musical, girlish laugh. " I should have to stay down here and 
at most strain my eyes in admiration of your bold flight." 

"Would you not take flight with me P" asked Halden in 
a significant tone. Helen paused a moment to ponder over 
the drift of the question. 

" I would hardly venture it," she replied at length in a 
dreamy fashion. " What would papa and cousin Gisbert, who 
is coming to-morrow, do without me ? The attempt is fas- 
cinating and might allure one into such unfrequented ways 
that I might never again find the homeward track." 

if Do you only tread the beaten tracks ?" 

" I rarely leave them, for they are the most comfortable. 
If ever I make a little excursion away I make a speedy return. 
Tou see, Dr. Halden, my often blamed ^fickleness and want 
of steadfastness in purpose has no place here." The Professor 
bowed assent. " I am ever so glad at the thought of Gisbert's 
coming," she went on unheedingly ; "he is a full-fledged 
officer by now. Do you know him, Doctor ? " Hardly waiting 
for the absent nod of the Professor's head, she continued : " It 
is years since I saw him ; I was only a child then, and he had 
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just got his epaulettes. He used always call me his little wife, 
and it used to provoke me dreadfully." 

"Does it now?" asked Felix with a constrained smile. 
She bent her head till the golden locks covered her head like 
a veil. 

"No, not now, for in reality we have been long destined 
for one another.' 9 As she spoke she stole a rapid glance at 
Felix ; but he sat quietly baok in his seat, his face showing not 
the smallest emotion, only his eyes fixed themselves in a 
peculiar manner on the charming girl before him, busied in 
remorselessly tearing a rose to pieces. 

"You like Baron Gisbert, then?" 

"Oh very, very much/' said Helen warmly. "I well 
might, for he has only papa and me." Remarking the Pro* 
feasor's questioning look she added : " In consequence of a 
fearful crime Gisbert was made an orphan in his babyhood, 
almost before he was born. Would you like to hear about 
it?" Felix politely bowed. "When Gisbert Nordenflycht 
was born he had a brother older by four years, who went 
with the father on a visit to a relation from which they never 
returned. After a long search the bodies of both were found 
on a mountain road, murdered, the coachman was lying 
farther on, shot through the brain. Strange to say, no 
attempt had been made to rob the bodies, and there was no 
thought that it could be a deed of vengeance, since my uncle 
was beloved by the whole neighbourhood. A veil of mystery 
hangs over the murder*to this day which probably will not be 
lifted till the day of judgment. When the sorrowful newa 
was broken to my aunt she died a few hours after giving 
birth to Gisbert ; she could not bear the shock. Her heart 
broke in two, as they say here in the country. Gisbert waa 
thus left orphaned. Is it not a sad story, Doctor ?" 

" Terribly sad, Lady Helen. This sorrowful event must 
surely C&sfc a shadow over the whole life of your cousin ?" 

" He takes life more seriously than I do, but take him 
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£.11 for all he has the same careless nature as myself. He, 
of course, remembers nothing of the terrible occurrence, but 
lie never likes to touck on the subject." 

Felix remembered his uncled earnest request to be kind 
to the young Baron. Was it because he knew this family 
history, and therefore, out of sympathy, had exacted this 
promise P 

" What are you thinking of Doctor ?" 

Felix started. " Excuse me, Lady Helen, my thoughts 
were far away." 

" So I could see. Where had they gone ?" 

" To a lonely grave in an elder-scented corner of a quiet 
church-yard." 

" Ah, yes. To Alloysia, whom you told me about." 

" Yes, to my Alloa." 

"But she isn't yours !" Helen seemed irritated. 

" Certainly she is. She is my guardian augel." 

"Oh, indeed ! I thought that old priest with the tottering 
legs and antediluvian cloak was that," said Helen sneeringly, 
her eyes gleamed angrily. Felix sprang up, his broad chest 
expanded as though to draw breath, to give a reply, but the 
words did not come. He folded his arms, threw back his 
head, and let his eyes — those wonderfully beautiful eyes — 
fall with a look of almost utter contempt on his charming 
companion. 

"There again is that look of yours which I dread so much," 
cried Helen in great excitement. " What have I said that you 
should treat me just like a naughty child ? You need not look 
so indignant, for I shall not put up with it. I cannot bear to 
hear you talking of that dead girl and your uncle, as though 
they were patterns of every virtue. It maddens me to see 
you so icy and unmoved, looking with such contempt down 
on me. What have I done, I ask you again ? Perhaps not 
approached the venerated figure of your adored uncle with 
sufficient reverence .... Ah, it all comes from the 
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one desire, to be everything and all things to you myself. I 
alone ! . . ." 

A burning blush overspread the fair childish face as she 
became aware of her rash, imprudent avowal ; she sank in an 
agony of shame on her seat Felix cast an appealing, 
reproachful glance at the blue sky, as though complaining 
some heavy blow had fallen on him. Was it in dumb accusa- 
tion against the serene blue heavens that he must love this 
beautiful, passionate, self-willed child. 

" Forgive me/' murmured a soft, scarcely audible voice, be- 
side him. " I shall be good again, and almost as gentle as dead 
Alloa. You know well that I have not had examples such as 
she always had before her to follow. I have been brought up 
with all the faults and prejudices of my class, and cannot 
cast them off all at once. When you are near it always 
makes me feel better. Why do you not try to make more 
out of me ?" 
Felix shook his head seriously. 

" Do not refuse me, but do help me to become like your 
dead Aloysia. Will you not, Professor Halden ! Have you * 
not forgiven me ? " 

" Yes, Lady Nordenflycht." 

" Thanks, a thousand times ! If you only knew " 

Helen stopped, anxiously observing the grave figure before 
her. Felix was looking dreamily away at the distance ; his 
dignified features softened as by some pleasant thought. The 
young Baroness watched him unobserved. Had she made a 
mistake in this man after all P Did he not care for her in reality? 
Was what she thought indications of love only an involun- 
tary homage paid to her personal charms ? Not a look, not a 
word, had betrayed that he had understood her scarcely mis- 
takable declaration. 

"What are you thinking of Dr. Halden?" she asked 
after a moment of embarrassing silence. 

Felix started and answerecl with a mournful smile : 
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" Not long before her death, Alloa made a little fable which 
pleased me greatly. Would you like to hear it !" 

At Helen's eager assent he began : 

" Once there was a mighty golden eagle who far surpassed 
his brothers in size and power of wing ; when he took his 
daring flight upwards, none of the rest could overtake him, 
and great jealousy and heartburnings arose thereby. His 
strength was immense, but he never put it fully forth ; he 
thought he could fly to the sun and said so to his fellows, but 
they mocked and laughed him to scorn. This aroused his ire, 
so he called them all to assemble and that he would make his 
assertions good. The mighty eagles gathered together and 
began to ascend with him. Soon the earth looked a tiny ball 
below them, but their strength bggati to fail, and one by one 
they ceased in their flight. The strong, confident one, how^ 
ever, still soared upward with undiminished vigour. Higher 
and higher he flew ; the sun hung like an immense globe of 
fire above him ; he had almost reached his goal, and yet his 
pinions felt no weariness. Like an arrow shot by a strong 
archer he darted forwards, and with mighty strokes gained the 
sun-heights. Thence, exulting in victory, the royal bird turned 
to look earthward, when a sudden, sharp sting of keen agony 
struck him almost senseless. Quickly he let himself sink 
downward, but the pain kept on, and thick darkness closed 
around him. The poor golden eagle was blind ! Truly he had 
reached the sun-heights, but had not been able to bear them. 
Uncertain and filled with deadly anguish he sank deeper and 
. deeper. On a sudden he heard the exultant cries of the other 
eagles who awaited him, and now with insult and scorn at- 
tacked their fallen brother. 

(To be continued.) 

For Catholic Tales, apply for Catalogue (post free) to 
R. Washbournb, 18 Paternoster Row, London. , [Advt.] 
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THE SANCTUARY LAMP. 



It is twilight. The shades of evening are softly falling and 
night steals on with noiseless tread. The birds have hashed 
their song in the woodlands, and the little stars come forth 
one by one to hold their night watches. A solemn stillness 
reigns around the little Chapel of Our Lady in Marienthal, a 
romantic valley not far from the banks of the Rhine. The 
last of the pious pilgrims has left this secluded but favourite 
shrine of Mary, and I am now kneeling quite alone. 

Alone, yet not alone. Jesus, my Saviour and Redeemer 
is near in the Blessed Sacrament of the Altar. He it is who 
is truly lonely, and He never complains. Soon the doors 
shall be barred, and who will keep Him company P Has un- 
grateful man discovered no means of exhibiting love, homage, 
and adoration to their Divine Benefactor during the long 
hours of night P 

Wrapt in thought, my eyes fall on the feeble, flickering 
light of the Sanctuary Lamp, and my heart leaps for joy. 
This little lamp is the symbol and pledge of our homage and 
gratitude. There is really something grand and mysterious 
is this little flame — the distinctive mark of all Catholic 
Chapels, and especially of the humble cell, where sweet 
Jesus dwells for the love of men. 

Pondering over these things, a very practical question 
presented itself to my mind : — Who introduced the Sanctuary 
Lamp, and what is its history ? 

Having looked over some liturgical works I find that the 
custom of burning lights in religious services is almost as 
ancient as religion itself. We read in the book of Exodus, 
chap. 25, that God commanded Moses to procure oil to make 
lights, spices for ointment and sweet-smelling incense ; also 
dishes and bowls, censers and cups, and a candlestick of 
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beaten work of the finest gold, and also seven lamps to set 
upon the candlestick. And as the ceremonies prescribed by 
the law of Moses were scrupulously observed by the Jews, 
we may- conclude that this custom prevailed up to the coming 
of our Lord. It is also certain that the early Christians 
used lights at " the breaking of bread," or in other words, 
during the celebration of the Holy Sacrifice. With regard 
to the Sanctuary Lamp in particular, I have noted down the 
following interesting facts in chronological order : — 

On Easter Sunday, a.d., 199, writes Nioephorus, the 
historian, some one remarked to St. Nicephorus, Bishop of 
Jerusalem, during the celebration of the divine mysteries, 
that there was no oil in the lamp before the altar, nor was 
there any near at hand. The bishop, knowing that it was 
customary that the lamp should continue burning, and 
fearing lest the people should become excited if it remained 
extinguished for a considerable time, ordered some water to 
be poured into the vase, and, lo ! the lamp continued to burn 
brightly, for the prayer of the holy bishop had changed 
water into oil. 

In the Life of St. Athanasius we read, that in the year 
341, the Arian party of the Eusebians elected a certain 
Gregory Patriarch of Alexandria, instead of St. Athanasius, 
whom they had banished into exile. The people, however, 
remained true to their legitimate pastor, and refused 
allegiance to the usurper. Nevertheless, Gregory took 
possession of the church in a manner which clearly stamped 
him as a heretic and an invader. At the head of a Pagan 
and Jewish mob, armed with swords and cudgels, he broke 
into the church of St. Quirinus, and the barbarous multi- 
tude fell like wild beasts upon the pious faithful, who were 
assembled in the Church, stripped them of their garments 
and beat them so inhumanly that some died on the spot, and 
others succumbed shortly afterwards. Meanwhile, another 
division of the mob rushed upon the altar, seized the Blessed 
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Eucharist and trampled it under foot. To crown their 
sacrilege they took the lamp from before the altar and 
placed it before the image of a goddess^ 

Like many of his colleagues, St. Melas was forced into 
exile under the Emperor Valentin I., a.d. 373. The 
minions of the Emperor found him in a church trimming 
the lamplight before the Blessed Sacrament. 

St. Epiphanius (t 403) writes thus: — "When I was 
travelling to Bethel, I arrived at a villa, which was called 
Annablatha, and I saw in passing a burning lamp. I in- 
quired what sort of a place that was, and learned it was a 
Church. I entered and prayed." 

St. Paulinus of Nola (t 431) testifies that in the Church 
of St. Felix a light was continually burning before the altar. 

It is related of the celebrated Church of St. Sophia, in 
Constantinople, that so many lamps burned T>efore the 
Ciborium, and the church was so illuminated by night, that it 
served the sailors as a light-house. To understand the fore- 
going, gentle reader, you should know that the word 
Ciborium, which now means the sacred vessel in which the 
Holy Eucharist is preserved for distribution, formerly 
signified a tower-like tabernacle, open on all sides, or, to 
express myself more clearly, a sort of canopy supported by 
four pillars. From the centre of the canopy there hung a 
vessel in the form of a dove, in which the consecrated hosts 
were preserved. Generally 'speaking, it was customary to have 
lamps burn day and night before the Ciboriums of the old 
Basilicas. 

In the 10th century we meet with formal orders relative 
to the Sanctuary Lamp. St. Adalbert of Prague (t 997) 
ordered that in the Churches of SS. Vincent and Alexander 
a stationary light should burn day and night. 

In the following centuries devotion to the Holy Eucharist 
was more and more extended. In the 11th century all that 
wealth and art could effect was brought forward to combat 

Digitized by UOOQ iC 



The Sanctuary Lamp. 605 

the heresy of Berengarius, and to give stronger expression 
to the belief of the Real Presence of Jesus Christ in the 
Blessed Sacrament of the Altar. Tabernacles were built in 
the most perfect style of architecture, and the sacred vessels 
were made of the most precious material, and most skilfully 
executed. The feast of Corpus Christi, and the solemn expo- 
sition of the Blessed Sacrament were generally introduced. 
The Most Holy Sacrament was carried in procession, accom- 
panied by innumerable torches and lights ; and even when 
it was being borne to the sick and dying, lights had to be 
carried before it. No wonder, therefore, that a stationary 
light had to be kept before the tabernacle. The matter was 
finally settled by the Decree of the Congregation of Rites, 
12th August, 1676. 

From this short sketch you can conclude, that the little 
lamp, which is to be found in the poorest village church 
of poor Ireland, has a history as old as the Catholic Church 
itself. 

Francis. 
Sept. 30th, 1891. 



PERIODICALS RECEIVED. 



Illmtrated Catholic Missions (Manchester); Franciscan 
Annak (Pantasaph) ; La Crociata (Turin) ; Eco di San 
Francesco (Sorrento) ; Letture Francescane (Cuneo) ; Annali 
Francescani (Milan) ; Annates du Tiers Ordre Seraphique 
(Caen) ; Revue Franciscaine (Bordeaux) ; Le Messager de 
Saint Frangois (Antwerp) ; Le Saint aux Miracles (Padua) ; 
Revue du Tiers Ordre et de la Terre Sainte (Montreal); 
Annates Ft anciscaines (Paris); Revista Franciscana (Bar- 
celona) ; La Familia Cristiana (Havana) ; Die Posaune des A. 
Kreuzes (Vienna); Sane? Francisci Glocklein (Innsbruck). 
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NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



St. Francis* Day. — Our Pounder's Day was kept with. 
befitting solemnity in all the churches of the Order. The 
space at our disposal only permits our giving brief par* 

ticulars. 

* * • * 

Dublin. — As usual, at Merchants' Quay High Mass was 
celebrated at noon. Three of the Dominican Fathers officiated. 
The Very Rev. Father Fitzgibbon, O.P., was celebrant ; Rev. 
Father Duhig, O.P., deacon ; and Rev. Father Butler, O.P. f 

was subdeacon. 

* * * * 

Father Cassidy, O.S.F., preached forcibly and eloquently 
at mid-day, and Father Bolger, O.S.F., spoke warmly and 

impressively in the evening. 

* * * * 

Our Lady of Angels, Church Street, Dublin. The Feast 
of our holy Father, St. Francis, was celebrated with great 
solemnity in the above church on Sunday, 4th October. 
The feast was preceded by a very successful retreat given to 
the members of the Third Order by the Director, Father 
Nicholas Murphy, O.S.F.O., Guardian. During the latter 
days of the retreat the confessionals were crowded, and on. 
the feast morning the spacious and beautiful church was 
filled to excess with devout communicants at the eight 
o'clock mass. Owing to the great numbers who were anxious 
to enter the Third Order, Father Nicholas found it necessary 
to hold a special meeting at four o'clock p.m., on which 
occasion, in the presence of a crowded church, he admitted a 
great many as postulants, received 105 to the habit and 
professed eighteen. The Retreat was brought to a close at 
eight o'clock p.m., with vespers, closing sermon, renewal of 
baptismal vows, Papal blessing, and Benediction of the Most 
Holy Sacrament* 
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The Feast was observed also in Cork, in the Church of St. 
Francis, and that of the Holy Trinity ; in Athlone, Carrick- 
on-Suir, Clonmel, Drogheda, Ennis, Galway, in the Capuchin 
Church, Kilkenny, in Killarney, Limerick, Multifarnham, 
"Waterford, and Wexford. The feast was befitingly cele- 
brated in the Franciscan Churches in England and Scotland. 
* * * * 

A Retreat for the Third Order was concluded on Sunday 
evening, 18th October, in the Franciscan Church, Merchants' 
Quay, Dublin. The Retreat, which was conducted by the 
Very Rev. C. S. Maher, O.S.F., was very well attended. A 
considerable number of new members were received. 

* * * * 

The Retreat conducted by the Very Rev. Father Cassidy, 
O.S.F., in the beautiful Church in Clonmel, which has been 
aptly incorporated with the ancient tower and choir, was 
concluded most successfully on the same date, viz., 18th 
October. At the close of the Retreat sixty new members 
were received. The new Convent, which is in strict archi- 
tectural accordance with the Church, is now within easily 
measurable distance of completion. The Church and Convent 
do credit to the zeal of Father Cooney and his confreres, and 
to the taste of the talented architect, Mr. Doolin, M.A. 

* * * * 

Father Maurizio da S. Stefano, O.S.F., of the Province of 
St. Louis of France, has been elected member of the French 
Academy in recognition of his services for thirty years in 
Aleppo, where he was professor of the Franciscan College. 

* * * * 

The Holy Father has appointed Father Theofilo Domeni- 
chelli, O.S.F., Consultor to the Holy Office.— Eco di San 

Francesco. 

* * * * 

About six weeks ago, by Decree of the Propaganda, the 
Vicariate Apostolic of Southern Hu-pe, was put in charge of 
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the Belgian Franciscan*. It seems it is the Holy Father's 
desire to have each Vicariate in the care of one or other of 
the Religious Orders. For three years the Franciscans of 
Holland have been at work in South Chan-si. 
* * * * 

The fourth centenary of the discovery of America will be 
held with great splendour in Genoa, where there will be an 
exhibition of objects relating to the Missions to America. 
The Order of St. Francis, which contributed so large a share 
to the success of the great navigator, will be well in 
evidence. The Very Rev. Father Candido Mariotti, Pos- 
tulator for the Canonization of Franciscan Saints, is re- 
editing a work which will be published simultaneously in 
Italian and French — "Christopher Columbus and Father 
Juan Perez, or what part the Franciscans had in the 
Discovery of America." We trust the celebrations will help 
on the cause of Beatification of the holy Tertiary who first 
planted the cross in the New World. 

* * * * 

A New Institute is that of the Sisters of St. Francis of 
Lyons. The constitutions have just been approved by the 
Holy Father. The members devote themselves specially to 
teaching the poor. Though of recent date, this Congregation 
has as many as thirty-five establishments, and there are 
nearly two hundred Sisters. 

* * * * 

The first Eucharistic Congress in Italy will be held in 
Naples on the 19th of November next, under the presidency 
of the Cardinal Archbishop. Many other dignitaries will 
attend, and a number of representative laymen. The object 
of the Congress is to secure respect and devotion to the 
Most Holy Sacrament ; consequently, it will deal with all 
Catholic worship, of which the Blessed Eucharist is the 
centre. 
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THE CRIB OF BETHLEHEM. 



Again the year lias brought round the joyful season of 
Ohristmas, the most joyful of all Christian festivals. And 
now when nature is wont to be most inclement we are bid to 
remember God's greatest clemency, "who though He was 
rich, became poor for our sakes," taking upon Him our 
Tiature to bear in it all the hardships and trials to which it is 
-subject There is something inexpressibly touching in the 
thought of our Lord and Maker becoming a little, weak, 
helpless child. He would be truly selfish-minded and flint- 
liearted who could come face to face with this beautiful 
mystic display of condescension and tenderness and be still 
unmoved. It was to try the full effect of this wonderful 
spectacle that St. Francis made the first Crib, where, by 
means of figures as lifelike as possible, the mysteries of a 
<Jod-man, of a Virgin-mother, should come near to us and 
be realized. From his time until now the Crib has become 
a general custom, and many an aching, disappointed, home- 
less heart has been the better of the lessons which it teaches 
^silently but well, first among which lessons are the claims 
•of all little children and of the poor. This, indeed, is the 
time of times when young faces should be bright, and young 
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hearts glad ; the time when the poor and homeless should 
be more pityingly thought of and more eagerly helped : all 
for love of Him who once was young, poor, and shelterless, 
and after His own example and that of His Blessed Mother 
and holy Saint Francis, lovers all of children, helpers of the 
littljB, the weak and the poor. Thinking such thoughts and 
doing such deeds, we can with confidence believe that our 
heartfelt wish for you will be granted, and you will ,^ dear 
Header, have 

A Happy Christmas. 



THE FRANCISCAN CONVENT OF DERBY AND 
THfe OTHER RELIGIOUS HOUSES OF THE 
CITY. 
By the Rev. Jatmbs M'Loughlin, P.P., Killetkr. . 



(Continued from page. 582.) '. . 

It is painful to refer to these facts, but it cannot be 
twrong to state the truth. I admit many of the descendants 
~of the Scottish Planters are worthy citizens and large em- 
ployers, and have contributed to the trade and manufacturing 
industry of Derry; but Catholics, though heavily -handi- 
capped, have contributed their share to Derry's progress 
and prosperity. It seems almost a miracle that Catholics 
have any footing in Derry. The following facts will prove 
this assertion. — 

In the year 1609 the Commissioners of the Ulster Plan- 
tation shipped 1,000 swordsmen of the native Irish for 
Sweden. I shall give the names of some of these Com- 
missioners : — Chichester, the Lord Deputy; Davis, the 
Attorney-General ; Usher, the Primate ; arid George 
Montgomery, first Protestant Bishop of Derry. 
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" The League of the Captains of Londonderry, for the 
Iceeping thereof, and country adjoining. 

"It is agreed, that on to-morrow morning, we will all join 
together with a oompetent number of men to expel all such 
Irish out of the city as we can conceive to be needful for the 
preservation of this city. That after this done, that a pro- 
-clamatipji be i$ade, that no man or woman so expelled from 
the city shall, upon pain of death, return into this city, or 
make their abode within two miles of the same. That to- 
morrow morning we take the advice of Sir John Yaughan 
and Captain Henry Yaughan ; that we survey the suburbs 
of the city, and conclude what houses are to be pulled down, 
and what gardens and orchards to be cut for annoying the 
enemy's approach, and that the same be speedily put into 
^execution."* 

Comment on the above extract is not necessary. It would 
le the same as showing the brightness of the noonday sua 
by the flickering light of a lamp. 

In 1637 a member of the Dominican Convent in Deny 
buffered martyrdom, and John O'Laighlin, Prior of the same 
house, was also martyred. Many of the inmates of the 
religious houses remained concealed in the suburbs after 
their convents had been demolished, and often at the sacrifice 
of their lives. 

The Diamond is situate in the oentre of the " Hill of 
Deny.* 9 One of the chief outlets from the city, in the 
direction of Innishowen, was through Butcher's Street and 
Butcher's Gate. In the Diamond, and at the west corner of 
Butcher's Street, stood the city prison, overlooking the city 
and the Foyle and the historic mountains of Innishowen, the 
home of the O'Dohertys and M'Laughlins, who were an im- 
portant factor in the new colonization of Derry. So early 
as 1834, when Catholics enjoyed some degree of toleration, 

• •• True oopy of a letter sent from Doe Castle, in Ireland, from an Irish 
jebel to Dunkirk©." — London, 1643, 4to, p. 5. 
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there were in Derry 362 of the name of O'Doherty, and- 165 
of the name of M'Laughlin.* In this prison Dr. Joh$t 
O'Gnlenan was detained for four long years in a fetid celL 
No ray of the sun ever penetrated his living charnel-house^ 
no hope of escape, and no prospect except the usual prospect- 
to he hanged,, beheaded, and quartered. Fortunately, how- 
ever, he was liberated in 1647 by Owen Roe O'Neill, for he 
exchanged prisoners be had taken at Benburb, for: the- 
venerable Bishop of Raphoe. 

The history of this bishop is very singular. He was $ 
native of the Diocese of Raphoe, but I have not been able t<> 
discover the portion of Donegal that was honoured, by his- 
birth. Dr. O'Culenan was consecrated in 1629. In a. letter 
to the Propaganda, in 1636, he states, " he had only sixteen 
priests in all Raphoe, and that there were scarce 700 females- 
of any note left in all Tyrconnell." The good bishop went 
into exile in 1653, and died at Brussels 24th March, 1661, 
aged about 78 years.t 

Dr. O'Culenan had six brothers, bishops, and all older 
than himself. One was a Doctor of the Sorbonne and Abbot- 
of Boyle, who was imprisoned in Dublin, tortured and 
hanged. J 

Lands of the Dtjbh Rrgles, or the Monastery of St. 
Columba. *. 

The Dubh Regies was not only one of the oldest monastio 
institutions in Ireland, but it was also one of the richest in 
the North-west of Ireland. Derry, as we have seen, had 
four great religious houses of men, and one of women. AH 
these houses, except the Monastery of Augustinians, were 
outside the walls of the city. The great hill of the Derry r 
in the early Christian times, and down to the middle ages, 
was chiefly covered with oak trees. St Columba, according 
to his biographer, O'Donnell, was so anxious to preserve 
those trees that he did not build his monastery in an eastern 

* Ordnance Memoir. t Moran'a Spicileg. Ossor. $ Spicilegimnw 
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direction, but transversely, lest be should displace any of bis 
favourite trees. 

The Monastery of St. Columba possessed all tbe "isle 
of tbe Deny " — 199a. 3r. 30p.~ except the plot of ground 
called, in the Inquisitions of 1602 and 1609, Oarnegalleagh 
(or the Garden of the Nuns). 

Albert Street, and Albert Terrace, and the present jail 
and premises now stand on the grounds once owned by the 
Cistercian Nuns. Their premises extended even as far, in a 
southern direction, as the Foyle. The lands of St. Columba, 
on the west of the Foyle, extended from near Culmore to 
Mollenan, a short distance from Carrigans. This included 
the following townlands : — Ballougry, Ballymagowan,. 
Ballynagard, Ballynashallog, Creevagh, Killea, MuHenan, 
Termonderry (now Derry), and Termonbacca. 

All the lands of the Monastery of St. Columba on the- 
west bank of the Foyle were given by the Crown as a free- 
grant to Docwra, who sold them in a few years to Sir George 
Paulett. Docwra got also from the Crown all the " Isle of 
the Derry." The Inquisitions of 1602 and 1609 represent 
all the " Isle of the Derry " as belonging to the Monastery 
of St. Columba ; but I find in the Inquisitions of 1603 that 
only one-half the town or " Isle " belonged to the Monastery 
of St. Columba, and the other half to the Cistercian Nuns. 
I consider the latter statement as the more probable. 
Docwra sold all his lands and property in and around Derry 
to Sir George Paulett. After Paulett was killed in the- 
rebellion of the gallant young chieftain, Sir Cahir O'Doherty, 
his widow became heir of all, but in a short time it passed 
into the hands of the Irish Society, who are still the owners- 
of this valuable and extensive property. 

I have already observed that I intend to give a short 
outline of the religious houses of Derry. I shall take these- 
in the order of foundation. The Cistercians come next to- 
the Dubh Regies, and then I shall write on the Franciscans. 
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The Cistercians or Dbbry. 

The Cistercians date their origin to 10989 when the first 
house of that Order was founded, on Palm Sunday of that 
year. The first founder and abbot was designated " Robert 
the Abbot/' who engrafted the n$w society on the rule of the 
Benedictines. They are called Cistercians, from Cistertium, 
in Burgundy* and sometime* they are styled Trappists, for 
the Monastery of La Trappe was one of the earlies taffilia- 
tionfl of the parent house. 

The first house was situated at Citeaux, and Stephen 
Hardinge, an Englishman, was second abbot By the advice 
of Hardinge all the houses of the Order, throughout Europe, 
were affiliated under one house. It was arranged also that 
all the monasteries of the Order should be constructed after 
the same style of architecture. Hence, when we know that 
a Cistercian house existed in any place, although there may 
be no ruins, we can be certain of the extent of their build- 
ings and their architectural construction. 

Hardinge had a great love for Biblical literature ; as a 
proof of this I shall subjoin the following extract from a 
Protestant writer : — " I do not like to mention him without 
saying that the great Bible, in six volumes, which he caused 
to be written, and which, by the help of learned Jews, he 
collated with Hebrew MSS., was at Citeaux little more than 
100 years ago, and is, I presume, still in existence/ 9 * 

And the same writer says— " From the Cistercians issued 
-unnumbered popes, cardinals, and prelates, and at the time of 
the Reformation, it had 3,200 affiliated monasteries." 

St. Bernard became abbot in 1113, and it was owing to this 
great saint's zeal the Cistercian order made such progress in 
a very short time. .But St. Bernard did not confine his 
labours to the Continent of Europe. About the middle of 
the 12th century he sent a number of religious from Clair* 
vaux to establish the order in Ireland. 

~~~ # jfaitUnd, Dark Agei, p. 350. 
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•* Mellifont, in Louth, was among the first Cistercian 
foundations in Ireland. This was in the year 1151. Soon 
Sther Cistercian Abbeys followed — all founded in the latter 
talf of the 12th century. I shall mention a few more— Jer-^ 
point, in Kilkenny ; Boyle, in ttoscommon ; Asseroe, in 
Donegal, near Ballyahannon ; and Bective, in the barony of 
Jfavan, founded by McLaughlin, King of Meath, in 1146. 
I think this last wari the first foundation in Ireland. On 
this last foundation I hope to construct a strong argument 
as regards the founder of the Cistercian Convent in Deny. 
The Abbey of Newry {Be viridi ligno), in the County Down, 
was erected in 1156 for Cistercians by McLaughlin, King 
of : Ireland, who assisted the Bishop of Derry in building 
Templemore, the Great Cathedral. Is it not natural to infefr 
that this monarch would establish in the city of Derry, with 
which h# was so closely associated by kindred and race, a 
Cistercian Convent of Nuns. There were already four con- 
vents of monks in the city of Derry, and in all probability 
the Monarch of Ireland considered it required a Community 
of Nuns. The City of Derry was the patrimony of his race 
and dynasty. He divided the hill of " the Derry " into two 
equal shares, and gave one to the Monastery of St. Columba, 
and the other to the Cistercian Nuns. He endowed it with 
lands; also Ballinagallagh, in the liberties of Derry, and 
Bossnagallagh, in the O'Cahan country. The name of the 
former indicates to whom it originally belonged, for Ballyna- 
gallagh is the town of the Nuns. The Donegal family now 
own this townland . • 

The Cistercian Convent of Derry leaves as its heritage 
only a memory, and a mere record of its history. Even the 
area of its site is undefinable. The story of this Abbey is the 
history of many other religious foundations. It sprang into 
existence, was richly endowed, and was then destroyed. Its. 
site was obliterated, and even the stones were employed to- 
construct a wall, in order to overawe the old Celtic race, and 
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hurl defiance from the battlements against the invader. 
The date of its foundation and the name of its founder are 
wrapped in the thick darkness of the long past. Equally 
defective and uncertain are the names and the peribd of rule 
of the several abbesses. This Abbey originally belonged to 
the Benedictine Order, but it passed to the Cistercians in 
1139, when according to the order of the Papal Legate all 
Benedictine houses were to conform to the Cistercian rule. 
This Order was rapidly rising to prominence among the 
Beligioua Orders of the middle ages: It was in the 13th 
century the capacities of this Order in architectural achieve* 
ments came into marked notice. There was a uniformity in 
all their monasteries. A Protestant writer of note, says : — 
" I do not know one monastery of the Cistercians, the original 
plan of which is not in accordance with all the rest. They 
appear to have selected remote situations in a valley, or the 
narrowest part of a valley, with a view to complete retire* 
roent." 

In a Cistercian monastery the Chapter House held a pro- 
minent place. The walls of this apartment were usually four 
feet thick, and the roof was semicircular and formed with in- 
terlacing ribs of moulded stone, with carvings at the inter- 
stices. The windows were lancet-shaped, and splayed inwards. 
Mr. Drew, speaking of Cistercian monasteries, says— "The 
fraternity or community-room extended in a southern direc- 
tion, divided by pillars, supporting the dormitory, the 
windows of which were not glazed. There was the kitchen, 
or calefactory, as it was called. The refectory stood towards 
the west ; then there were the offices and stores, and at right 
angles to the rest of the house stood the domus conversorum, 
or the workshops of the lay brothers, with dormitory over- 
head. 

Less is known of the religious houses of Deny than of 
those in any other part of Ireland. Their destruction by 
Docwra accounts for this. All the records probably perished 
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with the demolition of their houses. But for the Ulster 
Inquisitions we would scarcely know there was a Cistercian 
monastery in Deny. 

In the Inquisitions taken in Deny in 1602 and 1609, 
"the jurors on their oaths, say and /ml (present) that there 
was a nunnery on the south side of the cittie in the Island of 
Berry, with a small garden ov plott of ground called Garne- 
galliagh (the garden of the Nuns), and a quarter of land called 
Ballygalliagh, to the said nunnery helonginge, and that the 
half quarter of land called Rossenegalliagh, lyinge in 
O'Cahan's Side (country of O'Cahan), is parcell of the pos- 
sessions of the said nunnery/ 9 

Archdall says — "The Registry of the Honor of Rich- 
mond says that an Abbey for Nuns of the Cistercian Order 
was founded at Derry, a.d. 1218, by Turlogh Leinigh O'Neill, 
6f Strabane." 

He gives this on the authority of Ware and Allemande. 
Both these writers are in error as to the date of foundation, 
and by whom founded. I shall now give the authority of 
Dr. O'Donovan, the greatest antiquarian ever Ireland pro- 
duced — " The Registry of the Honor of Richmond, according 
to Harris, states that an abbey for nuns of the Cistercian 
order was founded at Derry in 1218, and Allemande says 
that the founder was Turlogh Luinegh O'Neill ; there was, 
however, no O'Neill of that name, but the celebrated chief of 
the 16th century ; and it would appear that the foundation 
of a nunnery must have been earlier than that assigned, from 
a notice in the Anwl« of the Four Masters, which mention 
the death of Bebuin, the daughter of MacConchaUle, /mate 
erenach of Derry, who died on the 23rd of March, 1134.* 

(To be continued.) 

* Ordnance Memoir, page 25. 

For Catholic Tales, apply for Catalogue (post free) to 
R. Washbotjbne, 18 Paternoster Bow, London. [Advt.] 
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{Continued from page 587.) > 

From that day the earnest desire to serve the lowly with 
loving kindness surely dates. It grew with the years into a 
tenderness which seemed more gentle, the more deeply the 
poor sufferers were sunk in the shame that is the birthright 
of the needy. This was not all, however. This seeming 
accident had more weighty consequences. Out of it there 
grew up in the heart of Francis Bernardone an uneasiness 
which was soon to become a lifelong anguish. Indistinctly 
at first, but steadily, he came to understand the deep causes 
of the vast sorrow that was everywhere throughout the. 
Christian world. Men's hearts were sorrow-laden. There 
were crowds everywhere who knew no comfort. In the 
midst of his festival he heard the cry of their weary souls as 
they mourned over the mercy of God, and the gentleness of 
the Saviour's teaching, which seemed to have died out of the 
ways of the cruel world forever. The world at that period 
seemed to be overwhelmed by a deluge of disorders and evil* 
of every kind, and only one sent by God Himself could have, 
power to restore peace to the cities, to bring joy to the 
families that were divided between themselves, and make 
happiness take her place again by every hearth. Young 
Francis Bernardone was this chosen one of God. Up to 
this time he had been floating heedlessly with the tide o| 
circumstances. He was in a state of unrest rather than 
positively aware of what he was called to do. He did not 
yet distinctly hear the. call of God, and so little did he un- 
derstand the things which were passing within himself that he 
fancied his unrest was owing to want of adventure and deeds 
of daring. 

A war broke out at this time between Assisi and 
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Perugia. Francis took his place in the ranks of his 
fellow- citizens, and was taken prisoner in the defeat and 
rout which followed. He went to prison, however, with 
snch a store of good humour and happy memories of his 
fight that he made his comrades ashamed of him. When he 
returned home, on peace being restored, in 1203, all he 
wanted was to start off again. His dream was to become a 
knight, although he was born a shopkeeper. A fit of sick* 
nees put a stop to his soldiering. It was during his recovery 
he suddenly found that he Was a changed being. The same 
stretches of country, though seen with the same eyes, spoke 
to him quite differently from what' they had spoken m the 
past. They spoke to him of far weightier things than they 
had ever hinted of before. He was thunderstruck in the be* 
ginning at the change ; afterwards he grew familiar with it, 
and scarcely felt that he was thinking about it always. His 
fancy wandered away again to the . world of poetry in which 
the good knight Roland, and Lokifer, the giant, wrought 
their mighty deeds. He was all on fire to do deeds as great 
as theirs. 

Just at this time a gentleman of Assist made known 
his speedy departure on a distant expedition in which 
he hoped, after the manner of the time, to gain either 
wealth or glory. Young Bernardone got leave to join his 
band, and began to make ready for the journey. His first 
thought was about his dress. He was too fanciful to think 
that heroic deeds could be done in an e very-day garb, and 
he designed for himself a most marvellous suit, which was 
richer by far than that of his leader.- Having settled that 
most important matter to his' heart's content, fte restlessly 
awaited the moment of departure. He could scarcely sleep. 
"When he did sleep, he dreamt of stands ol arms rather than 
of the piles of cloth which filled his father's house. He de- 
clared publicly with ali the sincerity of his heart that he was 
going -off to become a great priiice. " I know I shall be 
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one/' he said, with all the hopefulness of hat boyish heart. 
The great day came at length, and it certainly did bring 
wonders. The first was that while the prince that was to 
be was strolling through the streets in all his grand array, he 
met with a poor knight in sorry dress, and he took off his 
rich attire to give it to the poor gentleman, for his heart was 
richer than the dress which covered it, and he went forth 
from Assisi with less pomp than was expected. The second 
wonder was that a fever fell on him in Spoleto, his very first 
night out ; and while in bed, and half asleep, he thought he 
heard a voice telling him he had taken the wrong road, and 
bidding him go back to Assisi. He obeyed with his usual 
readiness, and the following day found him back in Assisi 
selling his cloth to his astonished customers, who thought he 
was on his way to his knightdom. The third wonder was 
that, having given a splendid banquet to his companions to 
celebrate his return, has heart was stubbornly elsewhere. 
While they sang he was silent ; when they spoke to him he 
did not heed ; they walked about, he lagged behind. His 
guests made game of his distraction and of his absent 
manner ; he did not care one jot. He had never before been 
so truly happy. All the uneasiness and unrest which he had 
lately known had changed into a mighty hope. The sunrise 
of a new day lighted up the future for him, and shewed him 
in the far distance a state of life whioh he could not well 
explain, but which he already felt to be more beautiful than 
any or all he had ever seen around him. In the midst of 
the banquet he came upon the knowledge of himself, and it 
was peerless pleasure. Care-laden and grovelling Assisi 
saw young Bernardone, under the strong leading of God's 
grace, wandering, demented as they thought, through the 
streets, his eyes filled with tears and his voice filling the air 
with bis groanings because the word of the Mightiest had 
come to him in bidding, and he had listened to things which 
are spoken to hearts alone, and to them only when they sit 
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in solitude* He grew out of his old self by long oommuning 
with his God. The crucifix was no longer a voiceless graven 
thing. The stretches of space became for him a living and 
•crowded world. 

This exodus of his, out of what he had been into 
what he did not yet fully understand, made him nervous 
*nd very anxious. He did not know whither it was leading 
or in what it would all end. The only thing that he 
dearly felt then was that he should busy himself among thai 
poor and upraise poverty in the minds of men, so that it 
Would no longer be a shame, although it should be always a 
misfortune. His former life scarcely enabled him to preach 
by the eloquence of example, and with that prudence for 
which he was always remarkable, he counted his resources 
and set the value on them which his experience told him 
they would hold in the eyes of the world. He felt that ho 
should understand what the feelings of a man would be who 
fell from a place of ease and plenty to one of poverty, be* 
fore he could be fitted to declare that poverty is the great 
releaser ; the one who trees us from all our cares, provided 
solely that we give her all our love. When, then, he was 
in Borne, where no one knew him, he put on the trappings 
of a beggar ; he stretched out his hands for alms at the door 
/>f one of the ohurohes, he took his meals with the new com- 
rades he had chosen. The trial was satisfactory. He felt 
from it that he could crave a beggar's dole even while his 
father was looking, and that seemed enough for him. A 
*hort time after, when he was riding leisurely through the 
valley of Assisi, he came upon an object which he held in the 
utmost dread — a leper. At first he could not bring himself 
to draw near to the poor afflicted being, but he felt drawn to 
Overcome himself, and draw nigh to the leper, give him an 
alms, and kiss his diseased hand. After a great struggle he 
did all this, but in such a heartless way that it could scarcely 
be called a victory. He felt that he should put himself to a 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



022 The Frandts&n, Tertiary 

still greater trial in this matter, and thereupon he, Francis- 
Bernardone, the exquisite worldling betook hijnself to the 
leper-houae and kissed the inmates thereof on the lips., 
This was the victory. He understood that .he was ready, 
thenceforth for his work. He could face .after that any* 
thing and everthing loathsome, whether morally or physi- 
cally, and without delay he threw himself heart and soul 
into the fight for God, that God who seemed to him the God 
of peace and harmony in a World wherein division of classes 
was the rule. 

. The first signs of a change within his soul were given when 
he was about twenty years of age. The spoiled child, whom 
life hitherto had been one long festival, began to open his 
ears to the sounds of the world around him, and he heard a 
weary moan directed towards him from every nook and 
corner of his native land. He looked around him, and he 
was bewildered at the sight of so manjflbent heads and tear- 
ful eyes. He turned his first care towards the poor ; and a 
a matter, trifling in itself, occurred which made him remark 
I or the first time the strained relations that existed between 
the poor and the rich, and he was horror-stricken at his 
discovery; 

A beggar came to him one day at a time when his shop 
was crowded with customers, and he himself was very busy. 
He spoke harshly to the poor man and sent him away with- 
out a dole. This seems a trifling thing enough. One doe* 
not stand on ceremony with a beggar, an outcast among men, 
and accustomed to' ill-treatment. Nevertheless, when the 
customers had gone, he could not get rid of the thought of 
that poor beggar. He kept asking himself what would hav$ 
been the case if that wanderer, instead of being a common 
beggar, had asked something from him in the name of some 
great count or baron, and he had to confess to himself tha^ 
he would surely have granted what wtfs thud asked* Francis 
BeEprirdone, remarkable through all Assisi for his courtesy^ 
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lad been guilty of great rudenfess (magnae ' rusticttate*) 
He, a Christian member of a religion vhioh teaches us to look 
on the poor as die envoys of the King of kings, in order that 
there may be peace and good- will amongst tdl men I He 
promised never to repeat such a deed, and he kept his word 
irom that. day. 

\To be continued.) 



TO MY IMMACULATE MOTHER 



Mv beautiful Mother ! this morning I greet thee, 
Impatient I watched for the dawning of day ; • 

I haste to thy shrine, loved Mother, to meet thee, 
Ajid join with the angels my homage to pay. 

I sigh, my own Mvther, for lilies the rarest, 
I long for the heartsease and myrtle and rose ; 

I'd deck thy loved image with flowers the fairest, 
Thy child's heart, dear Mother, with love for thee glows. 

Tho' empty my hands feel this pale winter morning, 
I'd fain cull the beauty of earth for thy feast ; 

No treasure too precious thy shrine's fair adorning — 
Heaven's Queen should have all from the west to the east. 

Immaculate Mother ! bright star of life's ocean, 
Tho' flowers I bring not with fragrance and bloom; 

Instead, I have brought thee my heart's fond devotion, 
More sweet to thee far than the rose's perfume. 

Oh, Mystical Flower ! in Conception so glorious, 

Queen lily, at rest on the bosom of God; 
This day over Satan and sin so victorious, 
;■: Oh ! lead us to tread in the path thou hast trod. 

— v s * Life by the Three Companions. 
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Oh, Mary I how sweet 'tis to call thee our Mother ; 

Our Irish hearts throb at the sound of thy name. 
Immaculate Fair One ! thy name and no other 

Brings balm and relief to our woe and our shame, ' 

The children of Erin this day, 'mid their sorrow, 
Rejoice for the joy of their Mother and Queen ; 

Their joy so intense, they think not of the morrow, 
Their eyes of faith witness the heavenly scene. 

Where angels are singing sweet paeans of gladness, 
Methinks I hear voices I once heard before ; 

Sweet voices long since passed from exile and Badness, 
To join in thy praise on the heavenly shore. 

Oh, Queeq. of our hearts ! help us now in thy glory; 

We kneel at thy feet, to thy mantjle we cling ; 
We gaze on thee fondly and think on the story — 

Our Esther alone has the ear of our King. 

£. Be Marie. 
December 8th, 18 — 



FEOM DARKNESS TO LIGHT. 



(Continued from page 591.) 



CHAPTER in. 
I arrivkd in due time at my destination and entered upon 
my studies. When the first novelty of my new situation had 
worn off, I soon found that life in Paris was a. very different 
thing from life in my little village. Every day was much 
the same, an occasional holiday alone broke the current of the 
months. There we counted but from harvest to harvest, from 
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seed-time to seed-time; there the simple country people? . 
clung to the same set of quaint customs and ideas handed 
down from father to son. There was in my natire village, 
after all, bat little difference between rich and poor; theR^* 
simple piety and unquestioning faith was ever the chief 
characteristic of the peasant. But here every day brought 
its changes ; fashion succeeded fashion. What pleased to-day 
wearied to-morrow. Here the mansion of the wealthy rose 
scarce a stone's throw from the hovel of the starving beggar* 
New ideas, new theories, springing mushroom-like from the 
overstrained brains and imaginations of misguided men, arose 
to fill this ephemeral world for a day ; then to fade and be 
forgotten. Anything that could create a laugh was here wel- 
come ; and, alas ! I soon perceived that the satirists did not 
limit themselves to social or political questions ; nay, every 
form of religion, every idea of virtue, was held up to ridicufe ; 
and every form of vice, if not advocated, was at least palliated- 
At first this impiety filled me with horror, but gradually this 
feeling wore off. I was told it was a species of moral 
cowardice not to inquire into the mysteries of religion. At 
first I recoiled from this as forbidden by my Church ; yet, in 
spite of everything, I gradually found myself following with 
eagerness the arguments of these " latter day " philosophers' 
Alas ! the old sweet ties were loosening, and the demon of 
unbelief was gradually weaving his subtle snare around any 
soul. I began to neglect my religious duties. What had 
before been a pleasure and a comfort was now an irksome task.? 
I was slowly, but too surely, drifting away from religion, from, 
virtue, from God ! I now often joined in the imbecile laugh 
of those who mocked their Creator. I should, however, 
mention in justice to myself that I had also times of repent- 
r anoe. Often in the still watches of the night awful visions 
of the Eternal Judgment would float before me, and tfrft^ 
warning of the good priest would^ring through my brains 
" Think of it." Of tei?. in my agony I would cry aloud to God 
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fox mercy ; but, alas ! the morning generally banished my feary 
and, laughing at my cowardice, I would return more hardened 
}o my "bondage of sin." Once, indeed, I received a great 
l&eck in my wickedness. A friend of mine, a fearful infidel* 
died, and when I heard them talk in awe-struck tones of the 
lagt scenes around that deathbed of despair, I was seized with 
terror. I rushed to a neighbouring chapel, and with sobs and 
jbeaxa* prostrated upon the stone floor before the cross of Chris^ 
J>esqught Heaven's pardon ; but as before, my repentance pagsed 
*way, and I returned once more to my former course of folly. 
At. length the crisis came. A friend of mine (nay, rather an 
<enemy, for was he not a hater of my soul?) invited me one 
alight to hear one of those modern philosophers hold forth in 
« certain " School of Science." I consented, though with 
*oma hesitation, for up to this time I had never visited such 
p}jjpes, nor indeed taken up any public stand against religion. 
Behold us, then, that night seated in the school. I glanced 
^und at the company, a strange one, indeed— pale, dissipated- 
looking students from the " Latin Quarter/* artisans with 
their.blouses and glazed caps, communists, socialists, odds and 
ends, vagabonds and nondescripts of every kind. Presently 
4he speaker rose, a hard-faced man, on whom years of vicious 
living had left their, trace. There was breathless silence. 
He spoke in a calm, passionless voice, and beginning from the 
grand and general principles of Christianity, and moving 
i orward \ t rom thence to details, he slandered, and criticised 
<TOth scornful contempt every principle which is dear to the 
iheliever's heart. r Man was an animal; virtue a name; Heaven 
it myth? ^Eternity ah absurdity; the gospel of ages false.; 
ihe ideas springing from the. evil hearts and misguided 
intellects of man/ true. I listened at first fearfully, them 
curiously, at length enthusiastically. I fouhd iny whol* 
l$art yearning to throw off the shackles of religion, and to 
partake of that glorious "liberty " which this enlightened, 
philosopher spoke of and promised. My blood was in a feve* 
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my brain swam, the struggle between good and evil wa* 
raging in my breast, but the months of carelessness and 
neglect told their tale. The poison had too surely worked 
its insidious spell. A calm succeeded — a great calm. I would- 
thrust off Christ and His religion for ever; L would be free. 
Yet, even in that dark hour, the words of the village Cur£~ 
flashed across my brain in letters of fire, — " Think of it'. 



CHAPTER IV. 
How can I dwell on the months on the years which? 
followed. Their history is. written in characters of fire on my 
heart; visions from that fearful past still rise to sear my eye* 
and paralize my imagination. my Cod, could I die a 
thousand deaths would I not do it gladly, so that the record* 
the memory of those years might be obliterated, years spent 
in warring against the majesty of my Creator, in using those 
talents which He had given me for His glory and to use M 
His service, to dishonour Him. At first my new creed filled 
me with delight ; those pleasures which religion had erstwhile^ 
closed to me I now was free to indulge in. I regarded with 
scorn, nay, with even bitter hatred and loathing, the Church. 
of God and its ministers. How mightily superior was this 
creed of sense, of freedom, of intellect ! Time passed on ; I 
had attained the full pride of manhood ; but alas ! for the bright 
visions of youth, the triumphs I had so fondly dreamed of 
never came to pass. I found out the bitterness of that truth 
which many had gained by miserable experience before me — 
namely, that the promises of childhood are often unfulfilled^ 
in later years; that the talented performer in the country" 
town is merely the ordinary musician in. the city ; that com-»f 
petition shows us what we really are. Yes, I had to own it 
even to myself, that I was only a medium artiste after all^ 
only one in the thousands of those who strove from day to 
day to gain the bare necessities of life, only one of thos^ 
unfortunates who gradually lose the beautiful enthusiasm oil 
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jouth, who see with a heart sickness no words can describe, 
<?very high-souled dream of their earlier days fade away, under 
the gnawing influence of the fierce strife for bread. And 
thus it was with me. The struggle grew harder and harder, 
my earnings less and less. Though 'young in years, I was 
prematurely old and faded — tired of my profession ; yes, tired 
even of my life. About this time my father died. To say 
that I was very sorry would not be true ; sin and poverty 
destroy even our sweetest and. most natural feelings. I did 
not return to my native village in order to attend the funeral ; 
my circumstances prevented this ; besides I shrunk from 
returning to the scenes of childhood. 

A small sum of money came to me through my father's 
death. Bow I clutched the bright shining coins; oh, how* 
1 longed for them to procure a repetition of my debased 
pleasures I had dreamed of while lying shivering in my 
#retched garret. Miserable wretch that I was ! A week's 
debauch squandered it all, and. reduced me to absolute des- 
titution once more. At length after much labour I secured 
a post as musician in a low drinking saloon. There for hours 
^ach night, with an aching head and a weary heart, I would 
jplay piece after piece without rest, without intermission, 
keeping time in a mechanical way to the drunken antics of 
some of the lowest characters in one of the most evil cities in 
the world.' 

- At night when I received my wretched pittance I would 

•§te&l away to procure a bottle of absinthe and under the 

Baleful influence of that poisonous compound forget even in 

j^y miserable attic present misery, and dream again the 

drains of childhood. 

***• But why should I lengthen this record of sin and des- 
titution. Deeper and deeper X sunk in the whirlpool of vice. 
Al length delirium, brought on by drink, seized me, and in 
066 of the great hospitals of the city I spent three weary 
jtnoriths. i - .. . r 
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I was then discharged, but with a shattered- constitution, 
and found myself once more destitute and friendless upon the 
oold streets of Paris. 



CHAPTER V. 
Cheerily ! cheerily ! the bells rang out upon the clear frosty 
4ur. Everything and everybody seemed bright and full of 
life, and on this frosty Christmas-eve Paris seemed gayer, 
madder and merrier than ever. Happiness and goodwill 
seemed written on every faee. Yet, amid all this bustle and 
jexcitement, there was one heart at least whieh shared not in 
the joy of Christmastide. What was it to me that the 
Saviour of the world was born on the morrow ? — I, a wretched 
beggar, starving, destitute, houseless, despairing ! I wandered 
along the streets, now nearly deserted* I was now too mis- 
erable even to feel envious of the happiness of the joy of 
others. I was in a dull stupor. My brain was numb. I felt 

almost an idiot. 

» » » » 

It was nearly midnight. I leaned over the parapet of 
one of the many bridges which span the Seine. How peace* 
fully the river glided between the stone arches. Only one 
plunge, and then to sleep for ever beneath those placid waters, 
all forgotten — to feel hunger, cold, remorse no more. And 
what was death but a sleep — an eternal sleep t Tes, was not 
that the doctrine of my adopted creed P Alas ! I had dis- 
covered long ago that that creed was a fallacy, a thing of 
doubt and uncertainty, powerless to comfort the breast in the 
liour of trouble, powerless to satisfy the immortal yearnings 
of the soul — a hollow philosophy, built on words, only words. 

Reform ? No ! I had gone too far for that. 

Cheerily ! cheerily ! rang the bells from a neighbouring 
steeple. I lifted my head for a moment, and then with a 
half-muttered oath looked downwards again into the river. 
What then was before me? Death, only death. In that fear" 
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fal hoar my thoughts went backwards, far back to my early 
childhood; and step by step I traced the downward path; 
down to that present fearful hour. Cheerily ! cheerily ! rang 
out the happy voices of theliells, and this time their sweet 
tones seemed clearer and nearer than ever, and as I listened 
my heart ceased its dull, heavy beating, and grew calmer. 

And what my life might' have been if I had only trodden 
that easier path set before me ! Hark ! the clock was tolling 
iwelve. Was there mercy in Heaven for such a wretch as me t 
lifting my clasped hands to the' clear, star-sprinkled midnight 
skyi I cried aloud, " God, have pity on me !" As if in 
answer, a peal of silvery music burst from every steeple, as 
-if the angel voices again sang, " Glory to God in the highest 
and on earth peace, good-will to men." I lowered my head 
on the cold stone parapet of the bridge, while the glad and 

Tepentant tears gushed forth like rain. 

» * • » 

Need I tell more. It is now ten years since that eventful 
night. I sit bnce more within the portals of my old home 
watching the sun roll downwards, behind the distant hills. I 
know. I- cannot live long ; the excesses of those dreadful years, 
have shattered a frame naturally delicate. I can see even 
from the porch the little grave-yard where lie the remains 
of iny lather and of him who wds once the pastor of the little 
village. . But t>h, after all, am I not indeed happy, and may 
I not bless God with all my heart who in His infinite mercy 
has led tne up from the valley of destruction to the mount 
of His love — from gross Darkness to Light ? 

T. Iddon. 



THE MARtTRS OF GOR6UM. 



(Continued from page 596.) 
They were led out of Brielle, and a fit place of execution wa& 
sought; Not -fair from the town, in a place called Rugge, 
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* monastery palled that of Saint Elizabeth, formerly the^ 
abode of Augustinians, but. then empty, pillage^, and half 
ruined: Here a halt was made, tod the prisoners were ushered 
into a building which had formerly been used as a granary. 
Two beams crossed the walls, one stretching from si4e to side,; . 
the other Was shorter. 

- The martyrs embraced one another, giving or receiving, 
absolution for the last time. The Father Guardian was the 
first to mount the fatal ladder. " Behold !" he said, €( I show 
you the way to heaven. Follow me, brave soldiers of Christ, 
and let none of you be missing from the eternal triumph 
which awaits us." He continued his exhortations until the 
cord prevented any further utterance. He was in his thirty- 
eighth year. 

When his firm voice was no longer to be heard, his place 
was taken by Father Jerome and Nicolaus Hezius, and by 
the Cures of Gorcum. As there was a Calvinist minister 
present who tried every means possible to seduce the l?y 
brothers and younger Friars, their efforts were yfeXL em* 
ployed. , • ; 

As the Vicar Jerome de Verda prepared to commence the 
ascent of the ladder he invoked the Blessed Virgin and other 
Saints. The minister exclaimed against what he called 
idolatry. "Adore God alone," he cried, and call- not your 
idols, who cannot hear you." Jerome, indignant at the blas- 
phemy, repulsed him so effectually that he measured his 
length on the ground. 

Such violence seems strange in one who was just about, 
to become a martyr ; but it was provoked, not merely by the 
taunts of the minister, but still more by the afflicting sight 
which just then presented itself. Henry, the novice, and 
youngest of the prisoners, after giving earlier a proof of his 
weakness by stating that he was only sixteen while ., he ^ras 
really eighteen years of age, thinking the lie would gain him 
the pity of the executioner, showed manifest signs of yielding. 
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fte was unbound, and allowed to leave the circle of those who 
were about to be martyred. 

" Oh, misfortune worse than all torture !" cried the Yicar, 
" thou shalt hare to answer before God for the eternal ruin 
of this poor youth whose inexperience you have taken advan* 
tage of." The Gueux stopped his mouth by striking him 
with their pikes. Before he died they succeeded in erasing 
with their swords the crucifix which had been tatooed on hi* 
breast during a visit he had paid to Jerusalem. 

Another falling away, more deplorable still than that of 
Henry, was the conduct of a Franciscan called William. At 
the moment when he had almost reached the termination and 
reward of his pains, he cried out in French that he had no 
desire for death, but renounced the Pope and everything they 
wished, and begged the soldiers to save him. They cut the 
cord which held him and let him go. He did not long keep 
the miserable life he had bought at the price of apostacy. 
After plunging into eiery excess, he was hanged in a few 
days, not for any holy cause, but for theft. 

Godfrey Dunois was the last to suffer. The soldiers 
hesitated before drawing away the ladder, saying, they might 
at least spare him, as he was an €t innocent." "No, no!" he 
said. " Be quick and let me join my brethren, I see the heavens 
opened !" He added, if he had scandalized or offended any 
person, he humbly besought pardon. 

The martyrs were nineteen in number, eleven Franciscans, 
four Secular priests, two Premonstratensions, a Dominican, 
and an Augustinian. 

The agony of most of the victims was prolonged by the 
brutal negligence of their executioners. When death at last- 
came the senseless bodies were ill-treated most shamefully. 
At length they were thrown into two long trenches, where 
they lay until 1615, when the relics were transferred to 
Brussels. The process of beatification was begun in 162$ 
at Gorcum, Haarlem and Utrecht; twenty-two witnesses 
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were examined; at Amsterdam and Haarlem seven more 
were examined in 1634; and nineteen others at Namur 
between 1658 and 1661. At last the decree was granted by 
Clement X. on the 24th November, 1675. 

Home had taken a century to allow their cause of beatifi- 
cation to ripen and become perfectly evident. After two 
centuries more it was the glorious duty of Pius IX, to give it 
the last consecration. 



THE ANGELS' SOtf G. 



On that first Christmas morning 
To the weary shepherd's ear 

From star-lit skies the message came 
On angels' voices clear. 

4t Peace unto men from heaven " — 
This was the song they sang ; 
O'er all the world of darkness 
The angels' voices rang* 

And down the tide of ages 
That anthem sweeps along, 

But, oh ! how few have listened 
To the music of that song ! 

Harsh discords sweep across the keys 
With wailing notes of pain, 

In the fierce tumult of our lives 
Hushed is the hfeavenly strain. 

Oh, there are hearts so sad to-day, 
And we could make them light, 

Oh, there are lives so dark and drear, 
And we could make them bright. 
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A gentle deed, a kindly word, 

How easy f tU to say ; 
These sink the good seed in the heart 

That harvest brings some day. 

Oh,' could we know the : holy joy 
* ' " Frotn d6eds like these that spring ; 
We, like these shepherds long ago, 
Might hear the angels sing. 

And we. plight spread the message far 
O'er Bethlem's page that rang ; 

We, too, might echo still that song, 
The song the angels sang. 



T. L 



FELIXES VOCATION. 



(Continued from page 601.^ 

" ' Now dost thou see what a fool thou hast been P ' they 
screamed, driving beak and talon into the defenceless bird. 
' In the pride of thy heart thou wouldst have lifted thyself 
up above us ! See what a fool thou wast ; God has punished 
thy presumption and hid from thee the light of day. Wilt 
thou now hold thysal{ far better than us ?' The humbled bird 
replied no word, but , sadly sank his aching head. One by 
one his fellows left him, and he was left fitting alone in a wild 
erie. Remorse and keen regret assailed the whilome haughty 
air king with bitter pangs. ' Had I not been so ambitious* 
and listened to the advice of my brethren, I should now have 
my eyesight tod be recognized as leader by them all ; but my 
pride craved for more. Strength was mine to reach the 
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highest, but I was too feeble to bear the light*; therefore am 
I justly chastised/ Thq royal bird sat some days brooding 
over his pain and blindness ; then painfully rose and flew 
with slow, wearying strokes in the direction where he thought 
the ocean lay. ' Yet is my strength unbroken. Shall I drag 
•put the rest of my days in a cleft of the rocks dependent on 
the good-will and mercy of my fellows P ' he said. * No J I 
will rather go forth to meet my death, either in the ocean 
waves or by a hunter's arrow J * And he went on slowly and 
thQ poor golden eagle found death full soon as the reward of 
his over lofty flight." 

Helen's eyes moved impatiently over the saddened face 
of her companion. What was he dragging this fable into 
the conversation for P Had he nothing better to say P The 
man was an unsolvable enigma. She had just acknowledged 
that he was dear to her above everything, and he told her 
stories! The thought of counting the grave, studious 
Professor amongst the number of her devoted admirers had 
flattered Helen's vanity ; but what an amount of trouble and 
self-repression had been needed on her part to arouse him out 
of bis indifference ! And what result could she show for her 
pains P Looking into those deep, dark eyes of his, she had to 
confess that the soul within was completely veiled from her. 
At first she had supposed Halden like the other drawingroom 
men with whom she was acquainted, and whose easy-going 
view of life, its duties and responsibilities, she. had readily 
adopted. The few occasions on which he had let fall his mask 
of courtly reserve had revealed such uncommon gifts and 
noble qualities that she was positively startled. But as a 
husband, with his uncompromising character and earnest 
seeking after perfection in all things, he would be extremely 
uncomfortable ; in fact, unbearable, she thought. Had she 
really contemplated becoming the Professor's wife P Helen 
.shook her golden curls. It would have been a great triujnph 
tojhave brought, the highly-lauded genius to her feet. For it 
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she had abandoned eVery other conquest ; but she felt in- 
stinctively that some opposing influence was counteracting' 
her. 



CHAPTER VII. 

" Stop the man t catch him ! he is a thief P' Discordant 
cries were ringing out in the clear autumn day. In the 
golden cornfields a strange man-hunt began ; a few police 
and some field labourers were pursuing an escaping man, who, 
with wonderful powers of endurance, had managed to elude* 
his pursuers in a race of some two miles through the field 
paths. He had escaped from two police-officers, who were 
escorting him to the assize town, and the representatives of 
the law, panting and breathless, toiled after him, aided by 
some country people. It looked as though the criminal would 
get off. With remarkable ingenuity he had contrived to get 
a good start of his guards, and was now making with grey* 
hound speed to the neighbouring wood. At that moment 
two gentlemen issued from the soft green shade of its trees, 
and paused in astonishment at the chase going on in the corn- 
field. 

" The man is coming in this direction. Shall we stand up 
and stop him, Professor Halden?" 

The speaker was a tall young officer, with well-made features- 
and frank, good-natured eyes. 

" Perhaps we had better. But who knows if it is not 
some unfortunate fellow on whose heels the police^ " 

" Stop him ; he is a dangerous character. Halt ! halt ! ! " 
the pursuers broke in with loud cries. The officer drew out 
a revolver. 

" Do not fire, Nordenflycht ; we shall probably catch and 
hold him till the people come up." Professor Halden shaded 
his eyes with his hand to get a better view. 

"Shoot him, shoot him down!" shouted the panting 
police. The hunted man kept on his desperate course. Soon 



Digitized by VjOOQlC 



Missions in the Holy Land. 637 

he would reach the forest, and be able to evade farther pur- 
suit in its depths, if not hindered by the two gentlemen* 
He seemed to have some inkling of the fresh danger awaiting' 
Hm, for he paused hesitatingly ; but his pursuers were gaining* 
on him right and left ; he had no other chance. He sprang 
forward and tried to gain 4t. clump of underwood, when * 
thundering " halt !" brought him to a standstill ; Professor 
Halden and Baron Nordenflycht barred his way. The man 
uttered a kind of yell as he cast his eyes on his two new 
opponents. Felix caught his arm in an iron grasp. " Make 
no resistance ; it is useless," he said. 

- Afiery look darted from'the stranger's eyes at the f aop 
of the Professor, who at that moment recognised in him the 
beggar who had given him such mysterious hints in the city. 

" Let me go !" hissed the stranger, freeing himself by &> 
violent effort. .. . ... .... 

" Another step* and you are a dead man," cried the Baron*, 
coolly covering the criminal with his revolver. ^.. 

A terrible cry was heard, like the roar of an angry lion 
darting on his prey. For a second a dagger sparkled, in the* 
fugitive's hand, and with desperate strength he flung himself 
on young Nordenflycht. A loud report was heard, repeated 
a hundredfold by the echoing mountains. 

€t Shoot him dead !" called the guardians of the law, a§* 
breathless, the perspiration running down in streams, they 
reached the scene of the struggle. .. 

(To be continued.) 



FRANCISCAN MISSIONS IN SYRIA, PALESTINE; 
AND EGYPT. 



To the Editor of the " Tertiary." 
Dear Father, 

I am sure many of our Tertiaries, whose only source^ 
of information concerning the Missionary work of the Catholic? 
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Church, in lands beyond the pale of modern civilization, is the 
Annals of the Propagation of the Faith — which give no account 
-of the Missions of the Catholic Church, except of such as are 
tunder French authority, and more or less necessarily ignore all 
.others than French Missionaries— will be glad to hare a brief 
.account of the work of the Children of St. Francis in the 
countries under the sway of the Moslem. For the moment 
it will suffice to give a tabular list of the churches and con* 
gregations under the authority of the Custody of the Holy 
Land ; especially as it embraces all Syria, Lower Armenit, 
Palestine, or the Holy Land, and all Egypt — which countries, 
excluding Egypt, make up by far the larger part of the 
'Turkish Empire. In other letters, I may give the readers of 
tie Tertiary an account of the other Missions in charge of 
4ihe Franciscans in other parts of the Moslem Empire. Now, 
it must be remembered that in nearly every town of any sise, 
.and in all the pities throughout these countries, there is 
.always a Christian population in the midst of the Turkish or 
Moslem. The Christians, however, are not all Roman 
^Catholics; a large number of them belong to the schis- 
jnatic and heretical Churches of the East, and whioh have, 
.like Protestanism in Europe, cut themselves off from unity 
with the See of Peter. In the countries of which an account 
its being given in these pages, those Christians are far 
outnumbered by the Roman Catholics. Again, the Roman 
•Catholic communities are divided, not in faith or dogma, 
•but merely as regards sacred liturgy: i.e, the manner of 
•celebrating Holy Mass, etc. Such, for instance, are the 
_ Armenian Catholics, the Syrian Catholics, the Greek Catholic*, 
-the Maronites, as well as the Coptic Catholics in Egypt. All 
these celebrate holy Mass according to the manner taught 
them, by the Apostle to whom they owe their primitive 
•conversion to Christianity, and their manner differs very much 
-from the way Holy Mass is celebrated by us, and in all Europe. 
Besides, all these Christians have their own bishops and 
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archbishops, but are subject to the Pope, who appoints met 

or more Franciscan bishops; delegates, to represent nini 

in the management of the affairs of these Churches. With" 

these Catholics our Missionaries have nought to do. The 

Catholics under our authority, and everywhere in the East 

under the immediate guidance of the Catholic Missionaries 

from Europe, are called Latin Catholics, simply because they 

follow in the celebration of holy Mass, and in the manner of 

receiving or administering the other sacraments, the rit<f 

followed in Europe, and, also, because the language used; is 

Latin. So it is that in numbers of towns and cities in Syrian 

Armenia, Palestine and Egypt, there, are, communities of 

Latin Catholics in addition to those of other rites. Except in? 

siich places as Alexandria in Egypt, and in a few other seaport 

towns in the Levant, these Latiii Catholics are not European* 

'or of European descent, but are Egyptians, Syrians, Arab* 

and Armenians, who have been, in the , course of -a centuryv 

,won over from heresy by our Missioners, and, placing tfrem^ 

selves under our authority, have followed our Liturgy, an<t 

so have become Latin Catholics. Converts from r the* 

schismatical Greek, Syrian, or Armenian Churches generally 

become Latin Catholics rather than join the Catholic Greek r 

Syrian, or Armenian body. This is but natural, as these 

conversions are, as a rule, entirely due to the zeal of our 

Missioners ; and, therefore, the zeal of tte newly converted,. 

and their love J or those who have shown them the light r 

makes them prefer to join the Catholics under the authority" 

of those to whom they owe their conversion rather than injr 

other Catholic body, even the Catholio part of the Cfiijrcfr 

they have forsaken. Thus, a schismatical Armenian, on 

becoming a Catholic, prefers to be a Latin Catholic' father 

than an Armenian Catholic, especially when he owes hid* 

conversion to a Latin or European Missioner, rather tKaii ix> an* 

Armenian Missioner. Even among our Franciscan Fathers 

and Brothers we have many who were Armenians; Syrian*, 

Greek, or Maronites. 
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i The Cura Animarum or Parocliial jurisdiction, everywhere 
in ffcese countries, with but a few exceptions, which shall be 
hereafter mentioned, is in the hands of the Franciscans. 
Thus, our Superiors are everywhere Parish priests over the 
Latin Catholic community, and our Fathers who know- 
Arabic — which is the language of nearly all the East — act 
jas curates. 

Besides the Franciscans, however, there are in a few places 
the Jesuit Fathers, the Vincentians, the Carmelites and the 
Capuchins ; but as I have already said, with but few excep- 
tions, these act the part of the Regular clergy in Ireland, 
aiding and assisting the parochial clergy, who here are the 
Franciscans, hearing Confessions, preaching, teaching, etc. etc. 
In a few places the Franciscans have confided the teaching of 
the Catholic boys in their parishes to the Christian Brothers, 
ibut lb the greater number of their missions, they have to take 
•charge of the schools themselves. So, too, with the girls 9 
schools; in the large towns Nuns have charge of them, i.e. 
the Sisters of Nazareth, the Sisters of St. Joseph, the 
Tertiary Sisters of St Francis, the Sisters of Charity, 
^and others, the members of which Congregations are here, 
nearly all natives, though there are many French born, as 
4rell as from Italy, and a few even from Ireland and England. 
Ever dear Father, yours sincerely, 

J. L. LYNCH, O.S.F. 

ALEPPO. 

PERIODICALS RECEIVED. 

Illustrated Catholic Missions (Manchester) ; Franciscan 
Annals (Pantasaph) ; St. Joseph (Dublin) ; Le Missioni 
Francescane (Florence) ; La Crociata (Turin) ; Eco di San 
Francesco (Sorrento) ; Letture Francescane (Cuneo) ; Annali 
Francescani (Milan) ; Annates du Tiers Ordre Seraphique 
XCfiSIr) ; Iteme Franciscaine (Bordeaux) ; Le Messager de 
Saint Frangois (Antwerp) ; Le Saint aux Miracles (Padua) ; 
Jlezfat du Tiers Ordre et de la Terre Sainte (Montreal); 
Anrmes Franciscmnes (Paris); Revista Franciscana (Bar- 
melons) i. La Familia Cristiaha (Havana) ; Die Posaune des A. 
Mreutes (Vienna); Sane? Francisci Olocklein (Innsbruck); 
Annals of the Propagation of the Faith (Dublin) ; Ireland 
^Dublin). 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE 
FRANCISCAN TERTIARY. 

No. 21.] [jANFAttY, 1892 



THE FRANCISCAN CONVENT OF DERRY AND 
THE OTHER RELIGIOUS HOUSES OF THE 
CITY. 

By the Rev. James M'Loughltn, P.P., Kxllbtbr. 



( Continued from page 617.) 

Ware, Harris, Arohdall, ODonovan, Reeves, and Cardinal 
Moran all agree in placing this monastery in the south side 
of the city, but none of them have been able to identify the 
site. I shall now endeavour to show that the site was out- 
side the walls, and that the Gornagalliagh, mentioned in the 
Inquisitions, extended from Bishop's Gate along the present 
gaol, and included Albert Street and Albert Place, and that 
part behind the gaol where the Presbytery of St. Columba 
now stands. With these boundaries in front, it extended to 
the Foyle, including a portion of Abercorn Road, and several 
smaller streets adjoining. This was just the site for a 
Cistercian monastery, for it was in a quiet, retired spot, 
separated from the Dubh Regies by large oak-trees, and 
remote from that part of the river where the ferry crossed to 
the Isle of the Deny. In the map of 1768 there were only 
two streets in this district — Meeting House Lane, and Map 
Lane. At the head of Meeting House Lane there was a 
Presbyterian Meeting House belonging to the body of seceders. 
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About the middle of the present century this Meeting House 
ceased to be used for worship, and there was a large quantity 
of unoccupied land in the vicinity. A new street was built 
near where the Meeting House stood. The ground was 
elevated to the extent of twelve feet above the level of Bishop 
Street. In order to obtain a supply of water for the houses 
the earth required to be removed to the depth of twelve feet. 
In removing this earth the contractor, who is a very intelli- 
gent man, and has been engaged in constructing many of 
the great works in and around Deny, discovered a plot 
where the clay was more than usually fertile, and of a rich, 
black colour, such as is to be found in graveyards. Sinking 
deeper he came on a stratum of red clay, and to his surprise 
discovered three graves, each near two feet wide, in parallel 
lines, and separated from each other by intervals of two feet 
These graves were rounded in the bottom, and in a per- 
fect state of preservation. It appeared that those who were 
buried there were women, and that there were no coffin* 
used. Only faint outlines could be discovered of the habits. 
It was certain, however, that they were women, and that 
they were buried in their habits, a custom which exists in 
the Cistercian Order. This occurred about thirty-five years 
ago. The contractor, who discovered in his excavations in 
Derry many mementoes of the siege, and of times long 
antecedent to the siege, was so struck with these graves 
that he reported the matter to the late Mr. Casey^ a leading 
Catholic merchant in Derry. Both came to the conclusion 
that they were graves of the Cistercian nuns. This was in 
Albert Street, and about thirty yards distant in a southern 
direction from Bishop's Grate. I have no doubt, this was a 
part of the cemetery o£ the poor Cistercian Nuns. Hence, 
it followed that the site of the convent was in near proximity 
to this spot. I have learned, on well-authenticated tradition, 
that the grounds of the gaol were the gardens of the mon- 
astery* 
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In a remote and obscure part of Deny, there is a street 
called St. Columba's Wells. It is chiefly occupied by young 
porters and men of the labouring class. The better classes 
never visit this street, and there is no car-traffic on the road- 
way. In the centre of this street there is a stone called Saint 
Columba's Stone. This stone is about three feet long and 
ten inches thick, the height above the ground being about 
one foot and a-half . There are two oval hollows on each side, 
which seem to indicate that it was used for some religious 
purpose. This is the only relic of all the great religious houses 
and churches of Berry. The Wells, known as Saint Columba's 
Wells, were closed by order of the Corporation, and a pump 
placed over one of them, which, however, at the time of my 
visit was not in working order* The Corporation spared the 
stone, the only relic of the past in all the city. Such is 
the history of Scottish vandalism and English civiliza- 
tion. 

I shall now give an account of the Franciscans in Deny. 
This Order is dear to every Irishman, for its members have 
helped to perpetuate the faith, and suffered for the faith, and 
have done more to preserve our annals than any other 
religious body. 

Archdall, on the authority of De Burgo, states that there 
was a Franciscan Convent in Deny, but neither of these 
authors states the year it was founded, nor by whom it was 
founded and endowed. They make no mention even of the 
part of the city in which it was situate. The Ulster Inquisi- 
tions, however, in 1609, states that this convent belonged to 
the mendicant Franciscan Friars, and was situate on the 
north side of the bog, near the u Island of the Deny," and 
that it had attached to it- a church-yard, containing three 
acres or thereabouts. 

Dr. O'Donovan says — "The site is now occupied by 
Abbey Street, William Street, and Rossville Street," and that 
" the foundations of the Church were discovered a few years 
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ago by workmen employed by Mr. Hornero." The site of 
the convent most of necessity hare been at the head of 
William Street, and have included the ground enclosed by 
William Street and Abbey Street. This plot of ground is 
now occupied by Watt's Distillery. No other place in the 
bog-side could have afforded it a ate ; for the bog-side was 
a swampy meadow, the pasture of which, in 1616, was let 
by the Corporation, at the small rent of seven pounds yearly. 
This swamp was not drained even in 1689, and two streams 
of water flowed from it into the Foyle. These streams were 
crossed by two roadways from the city : one from Butcher's 
Gate, or the Shambles, as it was then called, and the other 
from the east end of Cow Bog Street. 

The Gort, or Garden of Five Acres of the Parish Priest 
of Derry, was in close proximity to the Franciscan Convent, 
and on the grounds now occupied by the Catholic Cathedral, 
Episcopal Palace, and Convent Schools. The townlands of 
Creggan, Edenballymore, in Catholic times, belonged to the 
Bishop of Derry. Most of the townland of Creggan, even 
at the time of the siege, was covered with heather. 

Even at the time of the siege, there was a large number 
of Franciscan and Dominican Fathers in Derry. In the 
month of October, preceding the shutting of the gates, a 
Franciscan Friar preached in the Market House to the 
Catholic soldiers of the garrison. The subject of his discourse 
was, " The sin of Saul, in not slaying the Amalekites." /Some 
Protestant soldiers who were present on the occasion re- 
ported the matter to the authorities. This excited a feeling 
of indignation among the Scottish Planters. On the day 
^ifteRthe shutting of the gates, the Franciscans and Domini- 
cans were expelled from the city. 

The Cistercians gave one bishop to Derry, Henry 
McGerraghty, a native" of Connaught, who was elevated to 
the See in 1295. 

{To be continued.) 
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ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISL 



{Continued from page 623.) 

It was necessary first of all that he should tear himself away 
from his family. Men have written of the treatment he 
received at his father's hands, yet this is scarcely fair. One 
has to put himself in his father's position to understand how 
his father felt. It was not a pleasant thing for a merchant 
like Peter Bernadone to see his son becoming a beggar by 
profession. Up to that time Peter had erred by over-indul- 
gence of his son. He had shut his eyes and opened his purse 
most willingly in favour of tailors, embroiderers, tavern- 
keepers, jugglers, beggars, churches, lepers, just as the wind 
blew and his son's whim willed. One evening his son was 
nowhere to be found* He had gone to sell some cloth at 
Foligno and had not returned. His parents became anxious ; 
they searched for him in all directions, and after some days 
they learned that he was staying with the priest attached to 
the Church of St. Damian, below Assisi. His father started 
off with a few friends to bring his son home ; but Francis, 
hearing of his coming, lost heart and betook himself to the 
mountains. He there hid himself in a cave, and besought 
Ood, with tears, to give him strength to bravely obey His call. 
A month passed away, when one day Peter Bernardone, as he 
was sitting in his room, heard some noise arising in the 
streets and squares of Assisi. He heard his own name men- 
tioned, and, rising up in haste, he went out only to send forth 
a cry of grief. The crowd was chasing a fool with stones 
and mud, and that fool, with red eyes, with unkempt hair, 
unwashed face and dishevelled dress, was his son, his pride, 
his own Francis, who, under the influence of the Spirit, was 
shewing the triumph of Christ in him over all earthly ties. 

Peter Bernardone threw himself upon his son, drove him 
into the house, bound him hand and foot, locked him up in a 
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room, beat him and called him every vile name he could 
remember ; but, after all, he could get nothing from Francis 
except the assurance oftentimes repeated! that he would do 
the will of God at any cost Peter's wife took it on herself 
to release her son and let him go whither he would 

Peter gave her fearful treatment for this act of hers ; he 
followed his son as far as St. Damian, and saw that further 
striving was useless. It was not with a fool he was contend- 
ing, but with one who had become headstrong in a glorious 
cause. Driven to madness by his son's doings, Peter 
Bernardone made a charge against his son. He accused him 
of having stolen the price of the goods sold by him at 
Foligno, and father and son appeared together before the 
Bishop of Assisi. The scene which followed is a favourite 
one with painters. The Bishop of Assisi, with fatherly kind- 
ness, persuades young Bernardone to restore to his father the 
things that belonged to him. The answer to the entreaty 
came very swiftly. In the twinkling of an eye Francis was 
utterly naked ; his clothes were in a heap before the bishop, 
with the money laid atop of them ; and he said : " Hearken 
all of you, and understand me. Up to this I used to call 
Peter Bernardone my father ; I now give back to him the 
money and the clothes which he had given to me, and I shall 
say henceforth, 'Our Father, who art in heaven.'" The 
swiftness of this action, and its strangeness, moved very deeply 
those who saw it done ; some of the men cried ; the bishop 
put his arms around the brave-hearted outcast and covered 
him with his own cloak. Poor Peter Bernardone understood 
then that he had lost his son, and stood there in the midst of 
them all, a prey to disappointment and fruitless anger. He 
put an end to the scene by gathering up the clothes which 
his former child had given back to him, putting the money 
in his purse and going his way. The crowd which was 
gathered there, utterly disgusted when they saw him carrying 
everything away, broke out into bitter taunts, which they 
continued as long as he could hear. 
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A few hours later, some thieves who were hiding in a 
wood in the neighbourhood of Assisi, heard a young, full voice 
singing with all his might in a strange tongue. They drew 
near, and saw a half -dressed young man, who, in answer to 
their question, said : " I am the herald of the Mighty King!'* 
The thieves at this threw the madman, as they thought, into 
a ditch filled with snow and went their way* Scarcely had 
the young man got out of the hole, when he began again, 
more sweetly than before, his song of gladness. This happy 
tatterdemalion was the son of rich old Bernardone. Clad in 
a ragged robe which the bishop had given him, he went 
about singing in Proven9al his entrance on the service of 
God, and his release from the slavery of the world. The 
mountains were thrilled into echo by his gladsome songs of 
thanksgiving. Francis Bernardone had been and was not ; 
Saint Francis existed in his stead. This was in the spring- 
time of 1207, when the violets were scenting the woodland 
borders, and the primroses were peeping starlike from the 
mossy banks and sheltered hedgerows of beauteous Italy. 

Assisi at first believed that it hdd only a vagrant mo?e. 
Its favourite child had come back strangely clad in the gar- 
ment of a hermit, after having been a nurse to the lepers. 
Now he was begging a crust from door to door, cursed by 
his father, whenever he came in his father's way ; sneered at 
by his brother and by the populace. He began by singing in 
the squares of the city, and gathered a crowd around him of 
the idle and the curious. He asked for stones to repair St. 
Damian, and when he received them he carried them away 
on his back. By-and-by he began to preach, and seemed 
stranger to the people than^ever. He did not trouble himself 
about a pulpit or a hall, and he never thought of arranging 
his discourse, or of putting a limit to his gestures. It was 
usual for the preachers of the time to deliver their sermons 
in Latin, but St. Francis heeded not the custom ; he uttered 
his thoughts in the common tongue, and never was sermon 
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spoken with greater freedom or deeper earnestness. There 
were no rounded sentences, or nicely chosen points. There 
teemed at times to be very little sequence in the parts, but 
they had their following in the preacher's mind. The words 
were very simple, yet so gently uttered, that eyes glistened 
at the sound of them ; and so heartfelt were they that hearts 
were thrilled by them within many a breast. The thoughts 
seemed to be chosen anyhow, just as they started up in the 
mighty soul. There were more gestures than words. Every 
member of his body preached for him. He was always and 
altogether in motion, giving f orce to his words " by fiery 
gestures and movements of his body, weeping, smiling, mani-. 
festing his thoughts by signs when the words were too slow 
to come."* His countenance was wonderfully expressive, and 
changed with every change of the feeling that was within. 
He seemed quite a different person, says one who saw him. 
This marvellous sight was shown to passers in the street, 
along the highways, and in what place soever there were 
found willing listeners of the poor little white-faced eremite 
with the sparkling eyes. 

Many shrugged their shoulders and pitied his unfortunate 
family; but they came to hear him just the same. Gradually 
they began to feel that a change was creeping over Assisi 
and its neighbourhood. War was always at the gates. 
Umbria was for ever downtrodden, the feudal service alwavs- 
burdensome, yet somehow men's souls did not feel so sorrow- 
laden. A sense of relief spread itself quietly throughout the 
district, and at last they began to understand whence each 
one could bring happiness to his own hearth. From all parts 
they gathered round him who had the words of comfort. 
The followers of the tatterdemalion became a mighty crowd. 
Thomas of Celano, who had listened hundreds of times to the 
discourses of St. Francis, has described in his graphic manner 
their effect upon the multitude. " Men ran, women hurried, 



* Thomas de Celano. 
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clerics hastened, and religious made all speed to see and hear 

God's saint, who seemed to them in all things a man of 

another age. It looked really as if heaven shed a new light 

on earth whenever they found themselves in presence of St. 

Francis, or even spoke about him. The light of him shone 

out as the star shines in. the gloom, of night, or as the sunrise 

grows upon Ihe creeping shadows." He was, indeed, a man 

of another age. We have no authentic sermon of St. Francis, 

but we know the broad truths on which his preaching was 

founded, and it is quite certain that from the days of the 

apostles Christendom has not heard the like of his preaching. 

Put into words 6f our own time his teaching ran substantially 

thus. 

(To be continued.) 



SWEET MOTHER. 



In crimson bars the sunset lies 
Across the gold of Western skies ; 
Its glories flood the sleepy sea, 
Whose little waves steal up to me, 

With silver voices sighing ; 
The sea-bird seeks its lonely home, 
Amid wild cliffs and billows' f oam^ 

Where the bright day is dying ; 
And far away my swift thought flies 
To the long grass that o'er thee lies, 

Sweet Mother! 

The ships sail in, the ships sail out, 
Old Tamalpais has rolled about 
His hoary head a cowl of mist, 
With halo of pale amethyst 

Upon the beach, I, sitting, 
See neither ships nor sea nor sky, 
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But with hushed breath once more draw nigh 

Where the soft shadows 9 flitting 
Steal in and out above thjr grave — 
Of all this earth, best and brave ! 

Sweet Mother t 

The years roll back — no twilight gloom, 
But sunshine fills the well-known room ; 
Old pictures smile upon each wall, 
Glad voices to each other call, 

Without the birds are singing, 
And sunny heads of brown and gold, 
Cluster to hear old stories told — 

Across the ages ringing — 
How went the knights from hills and glades, 
To battle in the brave crusades. 

Sweet Mother. 

And when the shadows come apace, 
Well each one knows the 'customed place 
And all in the response share. 
While thy voice leads the evening prayer. 

voice of sweet low pleading I 
I hear it now adown the years, 
Through all the mists of time and tears, 

With love our lives still leading — 
, Our human lives with human needs, 
To nobler aims, to higher deeds, 

Sweet Mother 1 

Where are these heads of brown and gold? 
The fairest lies 'neath church-yard mould, 
One found his long and lonely sleep, 
Where winds their minor music keep. 
The great waves o'er him gushing. 
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The rest how for apart they stray, 

The brown and gold now touched with pray! 

The swift years swifter pushing, 
Unto the shoreless, shadowy sea, 
Beyond where Love awaits with thee, 

Sweet Mother. 
Agnes M. Manning, 



DANTE AND THE FRANCISCANS.* 



A contribution of the highest importance has just been 
made to the literature of the " Divina Oommedia," by the 
publication of the Latin translation and commentary of the 
learned Franciscan Bishop Fr. Giovanni da Serravalle. 
When the famous commentator Benvenuto Eampoldi da , 
Imola expounded the " Divine Comedy '' from the Univer- 
sity chair at Bologna, a youth called Giovanni Bertoldi was , 
one of his most assiduous and ardent disciples. Giovanni 
was born about the year 1350, at Serravalle, a parish belong- 
ing to the diocese of Rimini, but within the territory of the 
Republic of San Marino. He was brought up religiously 
by his parents, and, from his boyhood, showed a strong dis- 
position towards study and retirement. After spending seve- 
ral years in the University of Bologna, where he shared with 
the most eminent and remarkable scholars of the time the 
reputation of talent and attainments, he took the resolution 
of quitting the world with all its vain prospects and conse- 
crating himself to the service of God in the Order of St. 
Francis. He filled the office of regent of studies in the 
college of his order at Florence, and, in the year 1390, was 
appointed by Pope Boniface IX. to lecture on the " Book of 
Sentences,' 9 in the Roman Seminary. He was held in great 

* Fratris Johannia de Serravalle, Ord. Min. Episcopi et Principis Fir- 
mani : Translatio et Commentum Totius libri Dantis Aldigherii cum texti 
Italioo Fratris Bartholomali a Colle ejusdem Ordinis, nunc primum edita. 
Prati. Sx officina Libraria Giachetti, Filii et Soc. 1891. In f ol. magno. 
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esteem at the Pontifical Court* The Sovereign Pontiff sent 
him on a special mission to arrange the affairs of the Eastern 
Church, and, on his return, appointed him Prince-Bishop of 
Fermo. During the sad and troublous times of the Western 
Schism he ranged himself on the side of the legitimate Pope, 
Gregory XII. He took an aotive part in the discussions of 
the General Council of Constance, and preached before the 
assembled Prelates on the feast of Corpus Christi, 1416 — his 
text being, " My flesh is meat indeed," &c.— proving himself 
an accomplished and eloquent speaker. The fame of the 
* Divina Commedia " was largely diffused over Europe at the 
period of the Council, and during its sessions, " Dante and 
his Visions" often formed the subject of conversation 
amongst the assembled ecclesiastics. Many of them, led, no 
doubt, by his great reputation, desired a fuller acquaintance 
with his works. Two English Bishops, Nicholas Bubwith r 
of Bath and Wells, and Robert Hallam, of Salisbury, while 
attending the Council, requested Fr. Giovanni, who was well 
known to be deeply versed in the writings of the great 
Florentine poet, to translate the " Commedia " into Latin, 
with an explanatory comment, a task the good bishop readily 
undertook and finished within fourteen months. The English 
prelates may have read of Dante in Chaucer or Gower. 
Hallam was Chancellor of Oxford from 1403 to 1406. 
Bubwith also was educated there. Either of the two bishops* 
may have known Chaucer. The original text, in the hand-, 
writing of the bishop, was preserved in the archives of the 
Republic of San Marino, but has not been found. Three 
other manuscripts of the work are extant— one in the Vati- 
can library in Borne, a second in the British Museum, and a> 
mutilated copy in the episcopal library at Eger, in Hungary., 
To His Holiness, Leo XIII., to whom belongs the honour of 
rendering accessible to students of Dante this important' 
work, we are indeed greatly indebted, and to the accuracy and: 
scholarship of the Franciscan Fathers who assumed the labour 
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rious task of editing it With the penetrating insight for 
which he is remarkable, the Holy Father discerned the great 
value and utility of Bishop Serravalle's work for the critical 
study of Dante, and forthwith determined on its publication 
at his own expense. By command of his Holiness, the editing 
of the Vatican manuscript was confided to the able and care* 
ful superintendance of FF. Marcellino da Givezza and 
Theofilo Domenichelli. No more fitting persons could have 
been selected. Father Marcellino is the author of several 
valuable historical works, and from his earliest years has 
been an enthusiastic student of Dante. One of his first books, 
published many years ago, was an able treatise on "Dante 
and Catholic Philosophy." Father Theofilo has displayed all 
the attributes of an accomplished scholar in his published 
volumes on scholastic theology and history, and, we are in- 
formed, he has in the press a work on scholastic philosophy 
that has been pronounced by one of the most competent 
authorities in Rome to be the profoundest work on the subject 
written for a long while. Father Marcellino was also most for- 
tunate in discovering quite recently in the Vatican library a 
manuscript containing an inedited text of the " Commedia," 
written by the Blessed Bartolomeo da Colle, of Val d.'Elsa, in 
Tuscany. B. Bartolomeo was of the illustrious family of the 
lippi, and brother of Lorenzo Lippi, the poet. Whilst en- 
gaged in his studies at the University of Perugia, he was so 
touched by the preaching of St. John Capistran, that he gave 
up the world and became an Observantine Franciscan. In 
the year 1463, he was sent by the Holy See, as Apostolic 
Nuncio, to the Marches of Ancona. He filled also for some 
time the office of Vicar of the Island of Crete. Although 
advanced in years and broken down in health, he transcribed 
with loving care the whole of Dante's poem, adding notes to 
the text. He began a Latin commentary on the " Paradiso," 
but death cut short the work at the beginning of the third 
canto. These works, long supposed to be lost or destroyed, 
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are now brought to light by Father MarceUino. The text of 
B. Bartolomeo is considered, by the literary judges who have 
examined it, to be taken from a very old and accurate source. 
The learned editors are to be congratulated on their decision 
to print this inedited, and hitherto unknown text, together 
with the Latin translation and commentary of Bishop Ser- 
ravalle. 

The Franciscan Order may well feel proud of this noble 
volume, for in every sense it is, from first to last, the 
work of the children of the seraphic St. Francis. (1) The 
" Divine Poet " was a Franciscan Tertiary, and from the 
Franciscan brethren of Santa Croce, in Florence, he received 
the first rudiments of his education. Dante speaks with 
more enthusiasm of St. Francis than of any other saint in 
Paradise ; and the manifest devotion with which he writes of 
him in the eleventh canto of Paradise, implies a passionate 
admiration and love. He had his eldest son christened 
Francis. Giotto's great painting at Assisi represents a 
figure coming to St. Francis, in which we recognise the 
poet's unmistakable features. He was present when Giotto 
was painting the frescoes of the great Franciscan Church 
of Assisi, and of Santa Croce in Florence. The influence 
of the poet is clearly discernible in the paintings of the Basi- 
lica of Assisi. Before his death he expressed his fervent 
wish and desire to be buried clothed in the Franciscan habit 
and in a Franciscan church. All this undoubtedly proves 
that there was a link closely connecting Dante with the 
Franciscan Order ; and Buti, one of the earliest commen- 
tators of the poem, speaks of the connection as an un- 
doubted fact. (2). The text of the " Sacred Poem," selected 
for this volume, as we have above said, is from the copy 
written by a Franciscan saint. (3) The Latin translation 
and commentary were composed by an illustrious Franciscan 
Bishop. (4) The editors are two distinguished Franciscan 
Professors. And, finally, the Patron, at whose cost this noble 
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work has been printed, is the glorious Franciscan Pope, Leo 
XIII., whose tender devotion to His seraphic Father is the 
expression of one of the most cherished traditions of the 
illustrious family of the Pecci.* 

Presentation copies of this remarkable work have been 
sent, by order of his Holiness, to the principal public libra- 
ries of Europe and America. 

In a few lines it is impossible to give an adequate idea of 
this great work. We have no doubt, it will find a place in 
the library of all those who devote themselves to the study 
of the "Divina Commedia." Of the importance of this 
study there can be no diversity of opinion. There is no surer 
indication of a fine and highly cultured mind than an appre- 
ciation and love of Dante's poetry. No writer, either of 
prose or poetry, of any age or country is equal to Dante in the 
fulness of expression which he gives to thought. His Emi- 
nence Cardinal Manning, in beautiful words, has pointed out 
the unapproachable position which Dante occupies amongst 
writers. "There are three works," writes his Eminence, 
" which always seem to me to form a triad of dogma of 
poetry and of devotion — the ' Summa of St. Thomas/ the 
* Divina Commedia,' and the ' Paradisus Animae.' All these 
contain the same outline of the Faith. St. Thomas traces it 
on the intellect, Dante upon the imagination, and the * Para- 
disus Animm ' upon the heart. The poem unites the book 
of Dogma and the book of Devotion, clothed in conceptions 
of intensity and of beauty which have never been surpassed 
nor equalled. No uninspired hand has ever written thoughts 
so high in words, so resplendent, as the last stanza of the 
' Divina Commedia. 9 It was said of St. Thomas, ' Post sum- 

* St. Louis, Bishop of Toulouse, is held in special veneration by the 
Pecci family. His name is always borne by some one of the family (gener- 
ally the eldest son), in grateful remembrance of heavenly favours obtained 
through his intercession. Count Pecci is Apostolic Syndic of the Franciscan 
Convent of Carpineto. The Fathers were driven from this convent by the 
Italian government, but some time ago, a new building, sufficient for the 
community, was erected at the expense of the Holy Father. 
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mam Thomm nihil restat nisi lumen gloria' It may be laid of 
Dante, ' Poet Dantis Paradisum nihil restat nisi visio Dei? " 
Many who would gladly undertake the study of the " Corn- 
media" are deterred by the manifold and unquestionable 
difficulties of the task. To those who know by heart the 
" Sacred Poem/ 1 as well as those who are unacquainted with 
the original, the notes of Father OioTanni will be of the 
greatest service in elucidating many of its grammatical and 
historical difficulties. The amount of historical information 
imparted in the Commentary is most extensive and strictly 
bearing on the subject To Fr. Giovanni we are indebted for 
many interesting facts of Dante's life, not mentioned by 
previous commentators. 

Fr. Giovanni states, for example, that Dante passed his 
examination in the University of Paris for Doctor's degree in 
Theology, but was unable, through want of money, to pay 
the expenses of the diploma. He states that Dante spent 
some time at Oxford University, drawn thither by the scien- 
tific reputation of the Franciscan friar, Roger Bacon. A MS. 
note in the fly-leaf of the British Museum copy of Fr. Gio- 
vanni's commentary, states that during his stay in London 
(on his way to Oxford), Dante had lodgings in Cheapside. 
The profound study of the " Commedia " has always been 
considered in Italy a necessary preparation for forming effec- 
tive preachers. A great impetus has been given to the study- 
in our days, by his Holiness, who has founded at the Roman 
seminary a professorship for the purpose. Lectures on the 
subject are delivered in the University of Oxford from time 
to time by eminent professors ; and in the United States 
academies have been founded for the promotion of studies 
bearing on the " Commedia." 

An American scholar has produced a most useful work on 

Dante, the want of which was very much felt — a Concordance 

. of the " Commedia. 19 We have only to add that the arduous 

task of the editor has been most ably fulfilled ; the preface is 
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a masterpiece of historical and critical knowledge ; the work 
- has received the unqualified praise of the first professors in 
* Italy, e.g., Alfani, Del Lungo, Conti, Ac. We cannot refrain 
from quoting the remarkable words addressed by the Bight 
Hon. W. E. Gladstone, in the year 1883, to Professor 
Giuliani ; we hope they may serve as an encouragement to 
the students of Dante :— " You have been good enough/ 1 
writes Mr. Gladstone, "to call that 'supreme poet 9 a 
* solemn master ' for me. These are not empty words. The 
reading of Dante is not merely a pleasure, a tour deforce, or 
a lesson ; it is a vigorous discipline for the heart, the intel- 
lect, the whole man. In the school of Dante I have learned 
a great part of that mental provision (however insignificant 
it may be) which has served me to make the journey of life 
up to the term of nearly 73 years. And I should like to 
extend your excellent phrase, and to say that he who labours 
for Dante labours to serve Italy, Christianity, the world. 9 ' 

The work has been brought out regardless of expense, 
and reflects the greatest credit on the printing establishment 
of Messrs. Guchetti, of Prato. 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 



{Continued from page 637.) 
< "Is he deadP" asked the police of the Professor, who was 
already kneeling by the prostrate form, examining the bullet 
- wound in his chest, which was heaving convulsively. 

"He is mortally wounded, but not dead. I cannot well 
give more accurate information without an examination of the 
wound, and, unfortunately, I have not the necessary instru- 
ments for that with me. I shall bind up the wound, and then 
you must oafry the man carefully to the next house. " 

The men improvised a sort of stretcher out of some young 
t-fir-tree trunks to carry the wounded man away. A sudden 
silence had fallen cm them alL 
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" Can we carry this chap away now P " demanded one 
policeman of Felix, as he dexterously finished his bandag- 
ing, in which the other policeman had lent a helping hand. 
" And where are we to bring him P " he added. 

" Go very carefully, and avoid shaking the man, " was the 
reply. 

" 'Twoutd be no harm to him or mankind either if we 
were to help that cursed Italian a little quicker into the 
other world, " said the policeman, roughly; 

Seeing the Professor's disapproving look, he added in his 
own justification : " You have no notion, sir, what a terrible 
character that man was. He shrank from no murder. Only 
last year he escaped from prison, after killing one of the 
warders. He is done for this time, however. It is incon- 
ceivable how he can have hidden that dagger. You are 
wounded, sir "—turning to the lieutenant. " Only for your 
% help that tiger-cat would have got off again. " 

Baron Nordenflycht answered only by a nod. "It is 
nothing," he said, asJProf essor Halden anxiously approached. 
" It happened when I was trying to wrench the dagger from 
him. I saw it in his hand, and would not have fired, in spite 
of the police shouting, if he had not made for me. It is 
strange that he should simply have pushed you aside and 
only made atjme." 

" He saw your revolver, and, naturally enough, wished to 
prevent you from using it." 

"No, Professor. He unmistakably spared you, for he first 
looked sideways ; when he saw the police close on his Keels, 
and escape impossible, he turned savagely on me, thrusting 
you aside violently. The point of the dagger barely grazed me, 
for you broke the strength of the blow ; then I fired." The 
Baron shook himself as though to throw off the impression. 

"Are you not coming back to the castle, Professor P' f 
he asked in surprise, seeing Halden turn into the path taken 
a few minutes before by the stretcher-bearers. 
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"I want first to see if I can be of any use; that ball 
must be extracted. " 

" Oh, let the fellow alone ! You have just heard them say 
what a desperate character he is. " 

" But he is a man, after all, my lord, and as such has 
claims on our aid. Good-bye for the present. " 

The wounded man had been brought into the cottage 
lying not far from the wood, the owners of which readily 
gave up a room to tend him in. The bullet had been ex- 
tracted, a proper bandage put on, and the man laid on a 
hastily-prepared bed without his having recovered conscious- 
ness. Professor Halden rendered these services, aided by the 
village doctor. The bullet had taken a fatal direction. No 
hopes of recovery were possible ; nevertheless, Felixleft minute 
directions for the treatment of the patient, and strictly pro- 
hibited any excitement or disturbance should consciousness 
return. Evening had fallen before Felix left the hut,.accom- 
panied by the village doctor, who could not bring himself for 
a long time to separate from his famous city colleague. 
When at last he found himself alone, Halden plunged into 
%e wooded recesses of the park to give time to his over- 
strung nerves to calm down, and to think over the events of 
the last few hours. Thoughtfully he struck into a little f re- 
lented path, closely guarded on each side by tall, flowery 
hedges. At the further end a rustic seat invited to repose. 
Felix wearily sank down, leaning his head against the trunk 
of a large copper-beech, whose leaves softly rustled in the 
night breeze. He had been only a few minutes in this re- 
tired spot when the sound of approaching voices reached his 
ear. The speakers did not? perceive him, and he did not in- 
tend that they should, for he felt the need of solitude strongly 
just then. 

" Then, I have guessed rightly, Helen. Tou do love this 
Professor P" 
It was young Baron Gisbert who spoke. 
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" I have never made any aeoret of it, my dear Gisbert. 
Dr. Halden ia a handsome man and a oelebrated man, and I 
hare always liked such men as that." 

" So a man most become oelebrated before he can aspire 
to your favour P" 

Nordenflyoht spoke bitterly. 

"Do not be tiresome, Gisbert. You know I am very fond of 
you, in spite of your inherited title and un-celebrated name." 

"But you would not compare me to Halden P" 

" Decidedly not !" replied Helen," with a soft laugh. " No 
matter what I may do, I may feel sure of your affection for 
me; I have no uneasiness on that soore. I cannot be sure with 
Dr. Halden if he loves me unspeakably or hates me !" 

" What do you mean by such nonsense, Helen P I have a 
olaim to your hand, and shall never let anyone " 

" How jealous you are !" 

" Do you think I can stand by and see that fellow dancing 
attendance on you ?" 

"There is little ohanoe of Dr. Halden dancing attendance 
en anyone ; but I may as well acknowledge that the assur- 
ance of his love would make me the happiest woman on 
earth r 

" Helen, what do you mean P Halden is no weak, impres- 
sionable man, and would never offer himself where he was 
not sure of being aooepted. He is not cut out for the rdk of 
silent endurance/ 1 

"But I love him, I tell you !" 

"Helen, do you mean to be his wifeP" Nordenflycht'e 
voice trembled. 

" Of that I have never thought ; have I not promised my 
hand to you P" 

" But you love Halden \" 

" Gisbert, I could never make you understand my feeling 
for Professor Halden. It is not love in the ordinary sense of 
the word, but rather an intense craving for sympathy and 
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recognition from a character so high and noble as his which 
so completely dominates mine. I look up to him as a Catho- 
lic might to a patron saint, a being removed from poor 
humanity as far as heaven from earth, and yet human, con- 
sequently lovable. The strong contrasts in his character 
attract me strangely and irresistibly, and ,yet I feel as if 
there is some foreign influence which repels me. Do yon 
believe! Gisbert, that I would gladly give a year of my life 
to occupy, were it but for a second, the place which Alloa 
holds in his heart P" 

" Alloa ! Who is she P" asked Nordenflycht, uneasily. 

"A simple girl of his own village! with an angel's souL" 

"Did he love her P" 

" If his stern nature is capable of love, as we understand 
it, he did." 

"And your 

Helen laughed, bitterly. 

"IP So far he has not got a set of feelings ready for me : 
he is comparing me with his village saint. But I shall wait, 
and shall not wait in vain. Yes, I will possess his love, even 
should I have to become as the dead Alloa !" 

A lonely nightingale sent forth a sudden gush of sweet, 
melancholy song ; from the depths of the park the soft war- 
blings floated like a complaint over the trees. A wild bird 
that had set itself to rest in a neighbouring mass of honey- 
suckle lifted its head and strove to emulate the bewitching 
song ; but, as it were terrified by its own first note, sank 
speedily down again, its head under its wing. A tall, manly 
form had suddenly stepped into the clearing with folded arms ; 
fee startled bird took flight. 

" Helen, after what you have acknowledged to me, a union 
between us is impossible — utterly impossible. You are de. 
ceiving yourself and me. You could not become my wife 
With that love for Halden. You could not become my wife ; 
iby pride would forbid it. And yet I have loved you. 
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clearly— oh ! so dearly, Helen ! You have taken the place 
of father and mother, brother and sister to me. Before I 
came to you, I used to be so lonesome, weary to death. Now 
only I can understand what impulse it was that urged me to 
hate this Halden ; it was the presentiment that one day he 
would stand between me and all that is dear to me in this 
world." 

The shadows in the park grew longer and longer, night had 
Mien, and still Felix Halden remained sitting motionless on 
the seat under the copper-beech, whose branches, swaying 
softly to and fro in the night wind, began to whisper. The 
moon softly ascended the sky, sending quivering beams of 
silver light between the trees, and calling forth strange 
shapes and shadows in the wide park. A tiny ray fell on the 
face of the thinker, but hurried away, as if terrified at its 
own boldness ; but soon a broad wave of moonlight lighted 
up his fine countenance ; he started, shook the wavy hair off 
his forehead, seized his hat, and strode rapidly in the direc- 
tion of the castle. 

Going up the wide staircase to his room, he found the wax- 
lights nearly burned down. Felix lighted* fresh ones, went 
over to the writing-table, and hastily dashed off a few lines 
which he addressed to General Yon Nordenflycht ; then 
rising, he went into the bedroom, took a small, unpretentious- 
looking photograph from the wall over his bed, and returned 
with it to the next room* Going over to the window, he 
gazed long and earnestly on the gentle, sunken features of 
his uncle, which looked out at him from the portrait ; he 
raised it for a second towards heaven, then carefully put it 
away in the breast pocket of his coat. Putting out the lights, 
he went noiselessly down-stairs, through the great hall, and 
out into the park. It was about midnight when he stepped 
on to the highway ; a glance at his watch told him he must 
put on his best pace to catch the train to town. Before long, 
a vigorous tramp on the road in front showed him that h$ 
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was not the only wayfarer ; the walker came on with hasty 
footsteps ; the moonlight played fantastically on his many- 
buttoned uniform, and Felix recognised the policeman who 
had helped him early that evening to arrange the wounded 
criminal. The man stopped immediately on seeing the tall 
figure before him, and said in a tone of supplication : — 

"Pardon, sir. I was just going up to see you, and was 
right down bothered to know however I should get at you in 
that fine place yonder; it was a lucky chance threw me in 
your way." 

" What do you want with me P" 

" Well, sir, nothing — at least, nothing for myself, I mean ; 
hut that man, the Italian — the chap who got wounded — he is 
very bad, sir, and I believe he is dying. He begged and 
prayed of us to bring your honour to him, that he has some- 
thing to say to you." 

" Is it long since he recovered consciousness P" 

1 ' About an hour, . sir." 

" Did he ask for a priest ?" 

" No. He asked for you as soon as he opened his eyes/ 9 

" Very well, come on quickly." 

Professor Halden buttoned his coat tight, as though the 
warm night air were freezing him. Half an hour after they 
arrived at the farm-house standing lonely in the midst of the 
fields ; a watchdog sprang at them, barking furiously, but 
was called off by a man coming from the rear of the house. 

" Is Professor Halden come P" groaned the wounded man 
as they entered, his voice scarcely audible from the straw 
pallet whereon he lay. 

"What do you want with me P" asked Felix, drawing 
nearer. 

The Italian strove to raise his head, but it fell back, 



" Help me," he whispered, " or I shall die without having 
spoken." 
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Felix repressed his repugnance; he made a bundle of Hw 
man's clothes which were lying on a chair, and pot it 
under his head, then wiped away the thick drops of perspira- 
tion from the pale, sunken face. 

" Ah !" It sounded almost like the cry of Glome wild animal 
wounded to death, that passed his lips. Strange to say, as 
Felix now saw his features uncovered, and already assuming 
something of the rigidity of death, they did not seem to him 
so repulsive as before ; a reckless, mad life must have ruined 
those once handsome features. Alloa's words came unbidden 
to his mind : " Your eyes are just like that stranger's, and 
you have the same dark, curly hair." 

The eyes were now bloodshot and the lids half closed, 
making a look at them impossible. 

" I have something to communicate to you; send the police- 
man away/' whispered the dying man. 

" Speak on ; the policeman can listen," replied Felix, quietly, 
not quite certain if the stranger was speaking in delirium. 

" No, no, I will not !" With an almost superhuman.effdrt, 
he lifted himself straight up in the bed. " The policeman most 
go out at once, or my strength will go— quick." 

"I will be answerable for this man. You can go," said 
Felix, with an imperious gesture. The policeman, rather 
hesitatingly, obeyed. 

" Sit down on that chair, and listen to me quietly. No 
matter what I say, do not interrupt me," said the beggar, 
anxiously. 

Felix obeyed, rather unwillingly. It was indescribably 
repugnant to him to be near this man; but with the feeling 
that a doctor must give way to the fancies of a dying man, 
he followed his command. 

From the communication of the wounded man, Professor 
Halden learned the particulars of his parentage, so often 
eagerly inquired about, but destined to overwhelm him. The 
recital brings us back a good many years in the past. 
(To be continued.) 
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A MARTYR OP THE BLESSED SACRAMENT. 



In the Franciscan Church of Bayonne rests the body of a 
follower of St. Francis, who welT deserves the title of « Martyr 
of the Blessed Sacrament." He was Father Guardian of a 
Franciscan community at Orthez, a small town of Bearn, in 
the Pyrenees, all of whom were distinguished by lives of 
singular holiness and austerity. It* was at the time when 
the disturbances raised by the Huguenots were at their height. 
One evening late, as the monks were retiring to rest, a band 
of these furious followers of Calvin broke unexpectedly into 
the monastery, shouting: "Death to the Papists!" and 
attacked the defenceless inmates. Short time was needed 
for the bloody work — theirs were hands well in practice in 
murdering priests and religious — and in an incredibly small 
space of time, the entire community was massacred; some 
by sword, others by fire. 

The Father Guardian, however, was missed, and the mur- 
derers set off in search of him. At the first appearance of 
the Huguenots he had hurried to the Convent Chapel, to 
put the Blessed Sacrament in a place of safety ; but his pur- 
suers came on him just as he had taken the ciborium out of 
the tabernacle. With loud shouts they rushed on him, 
endeavouring to tear the sacred vessel from his grasp, in- 
tending, according to their usual custom, to profane and 
insult the Sacred Host. But the priest crossed his hands 
with the ciborium so tightly over his breast, that the impious 
wretches could not drag it from his grasp. In vain were 
blows and oaths showered on him. A strength from on high 
was communicated to the worn-out frame of the old Fran- 
ciscan, and in the fearful struggle he did not yield. One of 
the Calvinists struck him savagely on the head, and he sank 
unconscious to the ground, the rest completing the work 
with their daggers; but in death as in life, the faithful 
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priest kept his desperate grasp on the ciborium, nor could 
the united efforts of his assassins take it away. Finally, they 
dragged the lifeless body to the river Gave, which flows, 
swift and deep, by the town. The body sank at first, but 
immediately rose to the surface in the middle of the stream, 
and peacefully lying as on a couch of repose, the hands still 
tightly clasping his God on his breast, the holy martyr 
floated r down the river. Horrorstruck and terrified, his 
murderers remained on the bank, watching the wondrous 
sight; others came up, and soon an enormous crowd on the 
banks of the river followed the corpse and its holy burden ; 
but not one ventured so stay its progress. 

At Bayonne was another Franciscan monastery built 
alongside the river. When the body arrived there, it slowly 
changed its course from the middle of the river, and floated 
under the monastery walls, where it remained stationary, 
lying on the surface of the water as on a bed; the face 
serene and wearing a blissful smile. The whole town turned 
out, and joined the multitude already on the banks of the 
swift-flowing Gave, to behold the miracle, but none ventured 
to touch the corpse. 

The bishop having been informed of the occurrence, a 
procession was quickly formed from the Cathedral, which he 
headed himself, and midst the ringing of bells, the burning 
of incense and waving of banners, his lordship went to the 
river bank. 

When the procession arrived, the body of the martyr was 
drawn out, and the ciborium, which all the brutal efforts of 
his murderers had not been able to drag from his grasp, was 
taken, without any difficulty, by the bishop, and borne in 
solemn state to the Cathedral at Bayonne ; but the body of 
the martyr rests among his brethren in the Franciscan 
church, and numerous miracles are said to have taken place 
at his tomb. 
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FRANCISCAN MISSIONS IN* STRIA, PALESTINE, 
AND EGYPT. 



To thb Editor ob the "Tertiary." 
Dear Father, 

In the small towns and villages the charge of the female 
schools is in our hands, and the Fathers have to provide 
suitable Catholic teachers. Another thing to be mentioned 
is that, everywhere in the East, besides the language of the 
country, which is Arabic, in nearly four-fifths of the Moslem 
Empire, the French language is also taught, the French 
Government, more or less, claiming the right (?) of protecting 
Roman Catholics from injustice and persecution at the hands 
of the Turkish authorities ; hence it insists on having French 
taught in all Catholic schools. It is to be regretted, however, 
that France has lost that grand Catholic spirit which onco 
made her name everywhere glorious, and, at present, instead 
of protecting Catholic Missions in the East, she rules them 
simply for her own political aims, and in many instances* 
Catholics who are not French prefer the authority of the 
Moslem to the irritating anti-Catholic meddling in religious 
affairs of France. 

It would have been a blessing for Catholicism in Turkey, 
especially in Syria and Palestine, had England taken not 
alone Egypt, but all Syria. It is, indeed, sad to have to tell 
that force — moral — is, or rather has been, in many instances 
relentlessly employed to compel the Catholic authorities U> 
administer Christian burial to Freemasons and Atheists, 
merely because they are Frenchmen. Well may the Catholic 
Missioner say from his heart : " Deliver me, Lord, from my 
friends" At present, happily, this is fast coming to an end, 
as against such intolerance and invasion of Catholic rights, 
Catholics are beginning to look to Protestant England for aid 
against such tyranny. Enough, however, of this. 
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The entire number of our parishes in Egypt, Palestine and 
Syria, I find,reaches thirty-two, besides three others, the charge 
of which has been some years ago, temporarily confided to the 
Capuchins, as in Beyrout, and in Alexandretta, to the Car- 
melites; as well as in another place in the Lebanon, which has 
been also handed over to the Vincentian Fathers. In these 
places however, the Franciscans have still retained a convent 
and church, so that, including all these as well as the "Holy 
Places " in Palestine, the possession of which we have ac- 
quired, and over or near which a church and convent have 
been erected, besides, in several places, a guest-house for the 
gsatuitous reception of pilgrims, there are in all forty-five 
convents. As to churches, which have to be administered by 
one or more of the Fathers attached to the nearest convents, 
there are over fifty. Besides these fifty churches there are, 
especially in the Holy Land and around Jerusalem, a number 
of " Holy Places " now, alas ! in the hands of either the Moslem 
or the schismatic, where, however, the right of Roman 
Catholics to officiate and celebrate holy Mass at certain times 
every year is still acknowledged. These places, however, 
can hardly be reckoned among our Missionary residences. 

Beginning with Jerusalem, where the Latin Catholic 
population numbers about 2,000, the parish is in charge of 
the Franciscans ; the present Patriarch, Monsignor Piavi, 
is a Franciscan. In Jerusalem, moreover, besides San Salca- 
tore, the present parish church for the city, and also the chief 
convent of the Fathers, they have a church and small convent 
over the shrine where the " Flagelation " took place ; another 
convent within the Basilica of the "Holy Sepulchre " on 
Mount Calvary, as well as residences in the "Garden of 
Gethsemani," and in the holy place where the "Bloody 
Sweat " took place ; in all of which places a few Fathers and 
Brothers reside. 

The Dominican Fathers of the French Province of the 
Order have also a small convent outside the city walls ; but 
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so far they have no church : so, likewise, the French Agus- 
tinians. The Secular clergy in the city have no parochial 
duty whatever, all being employed in the new seminary 
erected for the education of the natives who aspire to the 
priesthood. Again, around Jerusalem there are the cities or 
towns of Ain Kareem, the birthtown of the Baptist, and here 
the Franciscans have charge of the shrine which tradition 
marks out as the spot where the Baptist was born, and over it 
they have erected a handsome church. They also have, at the 
further end of the town, the shrine where the B. Virgin 
saluted her cousin St. Elizabeth, in the words of the Magnificat; 
a small chapel is within the enclosure. The Catholic population 
reaches 200. About eight miles or so from Jerusalem is 
JEmmam, now only a mere village going by the name of 
El Kubehbeh, where the two disciples made Jesus stay with 
them to supper, when He made Himself known to them in the 
"Breaking of bread." In the enclosure, where there was a 
large church erected by Saint Helena over the house of 
Cleohras, who Was one of the two, the Franciscans have been 
enabled, through the generosity of La Marquise de Nicolay, 
a French lady, to erect a beautiful church and convent, where 
at present candidates for the Order are being prepared. 
Formerly they had no residence here, and had to content 
themselves with celebrating holy Mass on a temporary altar 
on the principal feast-days of the year. The Catholic 
population is very small, as the natives around are nearly all 
Moslems. In Bethlehem, the Catholics number about 3,000, 
and the parish is exclusively in our hands, there being no 
Other Catholic clergy there but the Franciscans. Formerly 
the magnificent Cathedral erected by Saint Helena was in the 
hands of the Catholics, but, alas ! in time it has been violently 
wrested from us, and to-day it is in the hands of theschismatical 
Oreeks. The " Holy Stable/* which is beneath the Cathedral, 
is, however, in greater part in our hands ; the large convent 
alongside the old Basilica is still in our hands, and within its 
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enclosure a new and handsome church, for the use of the 
parish, has been lately erected. 

This letter is already long enough, so I must postpone 
speaking of Nazareth and other sanctuaries until my next. 

Ever, dear Father, yours sincerely, 

J. L. LYNCH, O.S.P. 

ALEPPO. 



NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



The " Tertiary " is late this month, owing to a number of 
circumstances. We trust our numerous subscribers, especially 
those at a distance, will have patience with us for what is in 
no way our fault. The best laid plans sometimes go wrong. 
The Third Order in America. — A reverend corre- 
spondent in America urges the great advantage of union 
amongst the vast body of English-speaking Tertiaries in that 
country. What he says of America is true of every country ; 
there are such Congregations of the Third Order everywhere. 
It would be a great gain to the members of the different 
Congregations if they were in communication with one 
another, and knew what was doing in the many places where 
the Third Order is flourishing. Facilities of communication 
would cause better organization, and be conducive to mutual 
edification and encouragement. We very heartily embrace 
the suggestion, and will give space and attention to further- 
ing this most worthy object. The Directors of the Congre- 
gations are the obvious and aptest channels of such inter- 
communication. What is true of Congregations of the Third 
Order, is still more true of those isolated members who have 
very few opportunities of attending the meetings which it is 
usual to hold where there are Congregations. We invite the 
attention of our readers to this, and shall be glad to answer 
any correspondence on this head which may be addressed 
to us. 
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Australia — Paddington, Sydney. — The Forty Hours' 
Adoration took place in St. Francis* Church on the 25th 
October last. The altar was most beautifully decorated. 
This church, which is served by the Irish Franciscan Fathers, 
has been lately erected, and is a most creditable specimen of 
local talent and taste. The children attending the Francis- 
can schools of Paddington and Woollahra, had their excursion 
to Chowder Bay under most favourable circumstances on 
Monday, 26th October. The Third Order, established by 
the Fathers in the parish, is rapidly increasing in numbers. 

St. Mary's, Blackburn. — The Retreat, conducted by the 
Rev. Father Bertrand, O.S.F., Manchester, closed on 25th 
October last, and was most successful. Sixty new members 
joined the Third Order, which now numbers 200. There U 
a beautiful altar in this church dedicated to our holy Father, 
the gift of Richard Holden, Esq. The Rev. Father Arsenius, 
O.S.F., also of Manchester, gave a similar Retreat in the 
Church of St. Albans, belonging to the same parish, which 
was equally successful. 

St. Andrew's, Newcastle-on-Tyne. — A beautiful oak 
altar to St. Francis, the gift of the members of the Third 
Order, was erected in this church on the 13 th December. 
Father Smith, of Carlisle, preached in the morning on the 
Sacrifice of the Mass, and in the evening on St. Francis. 

St. Francis' Church, "West Gorton, Manchester. — A 
new altar Jo Our Lady was opened on the 13th of last month 
in the above-named church, in the presence of a crowded 
congregation. The sermon was preached, in his usual elo- 
quent manner, by the Rev. Father Bede, O.S.F. 

Marshalstown, "Wexford. — On Sunday, 29th November 
last, the Most Rev. Dr. Browne dedicated the new high altar 
in this church. Father Fitzmaurice, # O.S.F, Limerick, 
preached an eloquent sermon. The same zealous Father 
closed the Retreat which he had been conducting for the 
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Third Order, in the Franciscan Church, Wexford, in the 
evening of the same day. Addressing the members in a 
special meeting, he said : " The Wexford Congregation was 
second to n*ne in Ireland in its general surroundings." He 
predicted that in the near future many who now ignored the 
Order of Penance, would deem it a great privilege to be 
embraced within the fold of an army that is spreading with 
such rapidity all over the Christian world. 

Limerick. — On Sunday, 6th December, a new organ was 
solemnly opened in the Franciscan Church. The sermon, 
preached by the Very Rev. Denis Kelly, President, Diocesan 
College, Ifinnis, manifested rare learning and eloquence, 
Gounod's Mass, "Du Sacre Cceur, 1 ' was rendered by a choir 
of fifty voices. The Mayor, Alderman P. Riordan, with the> 
mace-bearer and officers, and several of the Corporation, 
attended. 

Thk Abbby Church, Galway. — A very successful 
Retreat was concluded on the 13th December, by Father 
Begley, O.S.F., Cork. The attendance was large and appre- 
ciative. 

Franciscan Church, Liberty Street, Cork.— The> 
annual Retreat for the members of the Third Order com- 
menced in the above Church on the 15th December, and was 
conducted by Father Cooney, O.S.F., Clonmel. It must 
have gladdened the good Father's heart to see that, each time 
he entered the pulpit, a vast crowd had assembled to hear 
his soul-stirring words. In Cork, the Third Order is not 
only numerically strong, but a spirit of thorough earnestness- 
seems to characterize all the members. 

The Tertiaiies of St. Francis in Italy have a great many 
publications undertaken for their benefit. One of the most 
prominent, the Oriente Berafico y which is published at Assist 
has met with well-deserved appreciation. The editor an* 
nounces that from the beginning of this year the journal* 
which had been a monthly, will henceforward be issued every 
fortnight. We wish the enterprise every success. It would 
gratify us much to make such an announcement in reference 
to the " Tertiary," but we shall be satisfied if it only keeps 
increasing as rapidly in circulation as it has already done 
during its youthful existence. 

The Rev. Father Bonaventure Loffredo, O.S.F., has just 
completed the frescoes which add such beauty to the apse 
and sanctuary of the Church of St. Anthony's College, Borne. 
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FRANCISCAN TERTIARY. 



THE SERAPHIC FAMILY IN THE 
UNITED STATES. 

By Esperaxza. 



I. — The First Ordrr. 

Four hundred years have passed by since Christopher 
Columbus, the Franciscan Tertiary, opened up a new conti- 
nent to the saving doctrines of Christianity. The nations of 
the earth are just now preparing to commemorate this most 
important event by the World's Fair in friendly competition 
at Chicago. Will the members of St. Francis take notice of 
an affair so closely connected with their family P Probably 
not in an ostentatious manner. The spirit of the seraphic 
Saint is not fond of forcing itself into notice. True, our 
Lord says : " Let your light shine before the world " ; but, 
as Father Faber somewhere observes, our Saviour tells us to 
let it shine. He does not order us to make it shine, which, 
as experience shows, is anything but a safe practice. We 
need not hide the good works performed by us, but that is 
about as far as we care to go. Perhaps it would be advisable 
to make somewhat more display at times. Perhaps P Opi- 
nions differ. Be this as it may, there is no harm in trying 
to know the members of our own household. We shall, 
therefore, endeavour to learn how the Seraphic Family at 
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present stands in the glorious Republic of the United States, 
whose existence the discoveries of a child of St. Francis made 
possible. 

The children of the humble Saint of Assisi are very 
numerous under the Stars and Stripes. The female portion 
of this great community is simply immense. As to the 
members of the First Order, they are scattered all over the 
States of the Union, in six Provinces and some minor Houses. 

Three of these Provinces belong to the Franciscan Order 
properly so called ; two are composed of Capuchins, while 
the Minor Conventuals form the remaining Province. 

Besides these there are three convents, the Custody of St. 
Elizabeth, Germany, and one monastery of Polish Fran- 
ciscans. 

Let the reader now accompany the writer on a hasty visit 
to each house. Some of the Fathers we shall only be able to 
count at a distance, as the country is extensive, and the 
Franciscans represented in nearly every section from the 
Atlantic to the Pacific, and from the Great Lakes in the 
north to the former Confederate States in the south. 

There are thirteen ecclesiastical provinces. Only two of 
these we need not enter : New Orleans in the South-east and 
Oregon in the extreme North-west. 

To begin with the East, where the immigrant from 
Europe lands, we find two Franciscans from the Custody of 
the Immaculate Conception, right at the capital of the 
Puritan or Pilgrim Fathers, in the very heart of Yankeedom, 
in the once bigoted Boston, the "Hub of the Universe." 
At Winsted, in the State of the ancient " Blue Laws " and 
<f wooden nutmegs," Connecticut, we get a glimpse of two 
Fathers and one Brother of the same Custody. That is all 
we can say of Yankeedom, or the six New England States. 
♦ "We now take the train for Albany in the State of New 
York. The Empire State is fairly well represented in the 
Seraphic Family. At Albany we shake hands with four 
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Minor Conventual Fathers. Hearing of our great trip across 
the continent in search of Seraphic children, they very con- 
siderately do not detain us. So the iron horse next lands us 
further north at Croghan, where two Fathers and three 
Brothers of the German Franciscan Custody assist us to find 
the train for TJtica, where three Minor Conventuals and one 
Brother reside. 

Another convent of the Conventuals we see while passing* 
through Syracuse, occupied by six Fathers, Clerics and 
Brothers. 

At Buffalo union depot there is time to pay our respects 
to three Fathers and two Brothers of the Franciscan Custody 
of the Immaculate Conception, whose Mother-house, Alle- 
ghany, we reach towards evening. A night's rest will benefit 
us. In the midst of six Fathers, seven Clerics, ten Novices 
and eleven Brothers, there is no fear of home-sickness. Next 
morning we leave for the metropolis, New York, We 
cannot visit every house where St. Francis is loved, but we 
find that the Franciscans of the Immaculate Conception 
Custody have their two remaining convents in this city. 
We get the names of ten Fathers and four Brothers. The 
Capuchins are more numerous, counting in four convents 
twelve Fathers and eight Brothers. Crossing the Hudson 
Biver at Fort Lee, two Capuchin Fathers and two Brothers 
direct us on the right road to Hoboken, where three minor 
Conventuals dispense the mysteries of God. The next place 
at which we should stop is Patterson ; but we must hurry 
onward. From the car-window we have a view of the prin- 
cipal one of the three German Franciscan convents of St. 
Elizabeth's Custody. Six Fathers, ten Clerics, two Novices 
and ten Brothers here chant the praise of God, or equip 
themselves for future work. By-and-by we reach Trenton 
in the same State of New Jersey, which for its size of all the 
States has the most Franciscan communities. At the monas- 
tery of the Minor Conventuals in the Jersey capital, we take 
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dinner with five Fathers, seven Clerics and two Brothers. 
Refreshed, we board the train for Camden, where two Mine 
Conventuals help us to reach the ferry, which here crossec 
the Delaware river and lands us in the City of Brotherly 
Love, Philadelphia. As no one recognizes us, we hurry 
away to Cumberland, via Baltimore, Maryland. We now 
enter an exclusively Capuchin district. Cumberland har- 
bours eight Fathers, six Clerics and eight Brothers. We 
exchange greetings with eight other Fathers, three Clerics 
and eleven Brothers at Summit, Pennsylvania, and finally 
stop a night's lodging at the only other house in the Key- 
stone State, Pittsburgh. Six Fathers and three Brothers bid 
us a hearty welcome. It is spring-time. We take it into 
our heads to have a quiet ride among the mountains, down 
the Ohio river as far as Wheeling. At the landing we 
exchange the boat for the cars, not, however, before wishing 
God's blessing on the four Capuchin Fathers and five Bro- 
thers who labour here in the only Seraphic home of the 
State of West Virginia. The train crosses the Ohio river 
and runs through the State of the same name, until Cleveland 
is reached, on the southern shore of Lake Erie. In this city 
is the most easterly house of the extensive Franciscan Pro- 
vince of the Sacred Heart. Eight Fathers and six Brothers 
make us feel at home. As a smile rests all over the face of 
Lake Erie, we next morning take the steamer for Detroit, 
Michigan. Seven Capuchin Fathers, four Novices and five 
Brothers occupy a house in the City of the Straits. By rail 
from here, Harbor Spring is next visited, where three Fathers 
and three Brothers of the Sacred Heart Province are in 
charge of some half-breed Indian and other missions. The 
iron horse now flies with us directly to Lafayette, in the State 
of Indiana. After a lunch with four Fathers and one 
Brother of the Province of St. John the Baptist, we bid 
good-bye to the city on the Wabash, where just thirty years 
ago, at school, the Ten Commandments were imprinted upon 
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i&e writer's mind. Terra Haute, reached next, is blessed 
with three Minor Conventual Fathers. At Indianopolis, the 
-capital of the same State of Indiana, we have a few hours' 
time to' visit six Fathers and five Lay-brothers of the Sacred 
Heart Province. We turn to the South-east and notice one 
Father of the Cincinnatti Province surrounded by a crowd of 
school-children at Batesville. Not many miles distant, how- 
ever, at Oldenburg, four Fathers, five Clerics and four 
Brothers of the same Franciscan Province are found. In 
v ' the South-eastern corner of Ohio, which we now invade, is 
the Mother-house of the Province of St. John the Baptist. 
Here, at Cincinnati, almost within the city limits, are six 
monasteries inhabited by twenty-four Fathers, fourteen 
Clerics, twenty Lay-brothers, ten Novices and eighteen 
"School-brothers. "We are urged so kindly to make a short 
fltay, that we give way, but profit by taking notes of every- 
thing that is of interest to children of St. Francis. We are 
told, also, that at Hamilton, twenty-five miles north, three 
Fathers and one Brother are in charge of a large German 
parish. This saves us a trip, so that we can take a boat on 
the beautiful Ohio river for Louisville, Kentucky, the " dark 
and bloody ground " of a century ago. It is now the " Corn 
cracker " State. When, in 1859, we first saw the place, it 
was mueh smaller, of course ; it now contains two Franciscan 
convents, with five Fathers, four Clerics, four School-brothers 
and four Lay-brothers from the Cincinnati Province. There 
are here also two residences of the Minor Conventuals, with 
four Fathers. These two houses form the western boundary 
of the Conventual Province. 

To gain time, we now go by rail through Kentucky and 
Tennesee, the " peasant" States, to the border of the former 
Confederate or Rebel States. Here, in the south-western cor- 
ner of Tennesee, at Memphis, on the Mississipi, we must take 
a little rest with four Fathers and two Brothers of the Sacred 
Heart Province, who are in charge of two parishes. It is the 
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most southern convent of the Franciscan Order. In all the for- 
mer ten Confederate States there lives no male member of the 
great Seraphic Family. As to the daughters of St. Francis, 
that is a different thing ; thej- seem to be omnipresent, as 
we may hare occasion to show at some other time, please 
God. Now let us have a ride in one of the floating palaces 
on the " Father of Streams/ 9 the far-famed Mississipi, until 
the ship lands at the mouth of the Ohio. 

{To be continued.) 



THE FRANCISCAN CONVENT OF DERRY AND 
THE OTHER RELIGIOUS HOUSES OF THE 
CITY. 

By the Rev. James M'Loughlin, P.P., Killeter. 



{Continued from page 644.) 

Probably his appointment was due to the fact that there 
was a convent of his Order in Derry. I regret to say that he 
owed his appointment to the Xing of England. This is the 
only record of any bishop of Derry advanced to the See by 
Royal Prerogative. Geoffrey M'Laughlin, who succeeded 
M'Geraghty, put an end to this abuse, and a memorial was 
presented to King Edward I., complaining of the usurpations 
of the Crown in the matter of bishops. This memorial was 
signed by six Ulster bishops. The influence of the 
M'Laughlin family during the Middle Ages was most power- 
ful in Derry. The Cathedral of Derry was erected by a 
king of that name. Another king of the same name spent 
the declining years of his life in the great Monastery of 
St. Columba, and was buried within its consecrated precincts.* 

* Monasticon. 
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The family of M'Laughlin were always the Erenach* of the 
termon lands of St. Columba. 

The Dominicans gave two bishops to the See of Derry, and 
the Franciscans gave one — Dr. Neil Conway. Neil Conway 
was a native of the Parish of Ballynascreen, which is the 
border land between the County Derry and the Munterloney 
Mountains in Tyrone. He was promoted to the See of Derry 
by a Brief, dated April the 7th, 1727, and was bishop of 
that diocese for twelve years. He died on the 6th of Janu- 
ary, 1739, and was interred in the old churchyard of Bally- 
nascreen, where a monument to his memory remains to the 
present day. He was 69 years of age at the time of his 
death. He was a man remarkable for learning and piety* 
He was a student of the College of the Lombards, and 
attended for years the lectures of the Sorbonne, and was a 
doctor of that famed University. He acted for a time as 
procurator of the College of the Lombards* and secured the 
esteem both of the professors and students. He came to 
Ireland in 1710, when he was about 40 years of age, and 
served as a missionary priest in the diocese of Derry, till his 
elevation to the episcopacy. 

J)t. Hugh M'Mahon, bishop of Clogher, in his report to 
the Propaganda, refers to Dr. Conway as a man of great 
learning and exemplary life, and concludes his report that 
he should be appointed to the See of Derry, or at leaej 
created Vicar Apostolic. He was not elevated, however, to 
the See of Derry till thirteen years after this recommen- 
dation. He resided, chiefly, in the Parish of Ballynascreen, 
which was a secure retreat, with a large Catholic population, 
and surrounded on three sides by an amphitheatre of moun- 
tains. In a report to Parliament of the Catholic clergy of 
the Diocese of Derry, about the beginning of the last century, 
he is described as a Franciscan, and " reputed guardian of the 
Franciscan Friary they design to have in Ballynascreen. A 
close, subtle fellow, and a regular priest" 
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The last religious house of the City of Deny to which I 
shall refer, is the Augustinian Church, Doewra demolished 
all the religious bouses in Deny in 1600, as I have already 
stated, with the exoeption of the Church of St, Augustine, 
which was intended for Protestant worship. In 1608, Sir 
Cahir O'Doherty, with a few raw recruits, hurriedly collected 
from the hardy mountaineers of Ennishowen, captured the 
fort of Culmore and its English garrison, and then proceeded 
to Dewy, captured the city and reduced it to ashes. This 
church belonged to the Augustinians, or Canons Regular, 
and, strictly speaking, should be designated Dubh Regies, as 
well as the Church of St. Columba ; for, according to the 
authority of CFlaherty, in Ogygia, "every Abbey Church of 
Canoes Regular it designated Dubh Begles." In this he 
differs from (XDonoyan. 

In bringing these hurried remarks of mine to an end, I 
wish to observe that few cities in Ireland, of the same limited 
extent, oaa produce such a noble record of religious houses 
and such a brilliant galaxy of distinguished ecclesiastics. 
The only relic of all its religious foundations is a solitary 
stone in an obscure portion of Deny. The relic is "St. 
Columba's Stone/' and the street is designated " St. 
Cohimba'a WeUs/' which is chiefly occupied by quay porters. 
Such is English domination and Scottish Vandalism. 



THE FRANCISCAN MONASTERY OF 
KILL-O'DONNELL. 



The Franciscan Monastery of Kill-O'Donnell is the most 
perfect monastic ruin in Ulster, and "is regarded by com- 
petent judges as the purest specimen of early ecclesiastical 
architecture to be found among the numerous old abbeys of 
Ireland."* 

* Monasticon. 
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All that remains of the great Franciscan Monastery of 
Donegal are the foundations and a few pieces of walls. The 
celebrated Monastery of Killmacrenan, to which the Monas- 
tery of Kiil-O'Donnell is said to have been affiliated, contains 
nothing except the sculptured head of an abbot, inserted over 
the doorway of what is now a Protestant Church. All these 
three Monasteries belonged to the Franciscans. Kill- 
O'Donnell stands on the left bank of the Swilly, in a field of 
rich pasture land, comprising twenty- six acres, and from this 
to the shore is another field of tillage land, containing nineteen 
acres. These fields form a portion of the Abbey lands of 
Kill-O'Donnell, granted to the Franciscan Fathers by 
O'Donnell and his tributary chieftain, MacSwiney Fanad, 
" The Friars of this Order lived in community, observed strict 
discipline, discharged pastoral duties, and devoted themselves 
to the education of the youth of the adjoining districts." * 

About 150 yards from the ruin of Kill-O'Donnell there 
is a small rocky eminence, from the crevices of which there 
grows a stunted hawthorn. This rock and this hawthorn, had 
their history, for tradition says this rock was the Friars' seat. 
Although this rock is not more than at an elevation of 350 
feet above the Swilly, it commands the best view to be found 
anywhere in Ulster. To the west, the majestic mountains of 
Errigal and Muckish are perceptible with all their grand 
and majestic outlines. The deep blue waters of the Swilly 
lie at your feet, and are perceptible, from Letterkenny to 
Bathmullen. At the distance of a few miles, you can see, 
on Castle Hill, the ruins of the old Castle of O'Dogherty. 
At the distance of a few miles further north, you can see th* 
ruins of another old castle of the O'Dogherty, at the southern 
extremity of the Island of Inch. This castle has its history. 
When Sir Cahir O'Dogherty, at the head of his raw recruits, 
marched from Buncrana, in 1608, captured Calmore, burnt 

* Meehan. 
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Derry, and then proceeded to Glen Veigh, to fight against the 
English troops, Mary Preston, who was of the noble house 
:of Gormanstown, and the wife of Sir Cahir, was concealed in 
this castle. It was a secure retreat, for before the reclama- 
tion of the slob lands, Inch was a perfect island. Lady 
-O'Dogherty had for her companion ia this castle Lady 
O'Hanlon, who was the sister of Sir Cahir, and the wife of 
Sir Oggie (Oag) O'Hanlon, of Armagh. From the Friars' 
Rock you can see clearly " Aileach of the Kings," which is 
only a few miles distant from Derry. On the opposite side 
of the lough are the fertile fields and comfortable farm- 
houses of the descendants of the Scottish Planters. At the 
time of the Plantation, in 1610, the old Celtic race was 
banished from these lands to the mountain fastnesses of 
Gweedore and Cloghaneely. The Undertakers who were 
-engaged in this hellish work were — Sir William Stewart, the 
forefathers of the Abercorn family, the Cunninghams, 
Wilsons, and a host of others, who all came from Scotland. 
In 1619, when Captain Pynnar made a survey of the lands of 
the Undertakers, there was not even one Catholic remaining of 
.the old Celtic race, in this district designated the Luggan * 

The hatred and bigotry of those Scottish Undertakers and 
Planters was directed chiefly against Religious Houses and 
their inmates. Besides, the greedy eye of the Planter coveted 
the well-cultivated lands of the Third Order of St. Francis, 
scattered through Tyrconnell and Tyrone. 

You will naturally ask what Undertaker got the rick 
abbey lands of Kill-O'Donnell. I shall tell you. Sir Basil 
Brooke got those lands, and also the lands adjoining Lough 
Veigh, with the water fishing weirs attached to the same.f 

Glenveigh has its history, for it adjoins the birthplace of 
«the great St. Columba ; and for its scenery it is surpassed by 
few places in all Tyrconnell. 

♦Pynnar's Survey. t Patent Rolls of James I. 
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Kill-O'Donnell, or Killy-O'Donnell, as it is called in the 
Ulster Inquisitions, was granted by Patent, dated the 5th of 
March, 1610, to Sir Basil Brooke, and was called the Manor 
of Brooke. The rent was £8 English, to be held in common 
soccage from the Castle of Dublin* It was this Vandal who 
unroofed the Church of Kill-O'Donnell, destroyed all the 
cells of the poor monks, except one, which remains as perfect 
at the present day as it was when the poor Franciscan Father 
occupied it. On the eastern elevation - there was a magni- 
ficent Gothic window, about twenty feet high. Brooke 
carried away the tracery stones, and the mullions, and 
sculptured stones, to assist in the erection of his castle and 
bawn,t which stood on the spot where Fort Stewart House, 
the residence of the Stewart family for more than 270 years, 
now stands. I shall refer to this more in detail hereafter. 
Brooke had a demesne of 300 acres, the patrimony of the 
Third Order of St. Francis. This is the well- wooded demesne 
of the late Sir Augustus Stewart. Brooke sold these lands 
to Sir William Stewart, and settled in Brookborough, in the 
Co. Fermanagh, where his descendants still reside. 

Sir Brasil Brooke died on the 25th July, 1633, his son 
and heir being Sir Henry Brooke of Brookborough. Except 
the expulsion of the poor Franciscans of the Third Order from 
their convent, and the Vandalism perpetrated on the convent, 
irch, and cells of the monks, I find no other record 
i this Undertaker. I now come to another Undertaker, 
id no parallel for cruelty in all Ulster — I might add 
Ireland — if we except Oliver Cromwell ; I mean Sir 
tn Stewart, a Scotchman, and a native of Ayrshire, 
xne history of Sir "William Stewart during the first half of 
the seventeenth century was identified with the robbery, per- 
secutions and murder of the Franciscans in Tyrconnell and 



* Patent Rolls and Ulster Inquisitions. 

t Bawn. an enclosure of stone around the castle. 
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Tyrone. Sir William Stewart, who was a Scottish knight, 
was the son of the petty laird of Dunduff , in Ayrshire. He 
and his brother, Robert Stewart, who were guilty of some 
criminal offence, were forced to fly Scotland, and take refuge 
under the Bang of Sweden and Denmark, and served in his 
army as soldiers of fortune. These men, hearing that 
six counties in Ulster were to be parcelled out among English 
and Scottish settlers, came over to Ireland to acquire a part 
of the spoil, and a goodly share Sir William did acquire. 
Except the forefathers of the Duke of Abercorn, no Under- 
taker obtained such vast estates as Sir William Stewart. He 
was the founder of two jioble families, the houses of Mountjoy 
and Blessington. His grandson was raised to the peerage 
under the title of Lord Mountjoy, but this title became 
extinct in 1769, by the death of the third Viscount, who died 
without issue. It was revived again in the female line' 
(Gardiner) towards the end of last century, and the second 
Viscount Mountjoy was created Earl of Blessington in 1816. 
This title also became extinct in 1829.* 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 



(Continued from page 664.) 

vni. 

About thirty years previously, a shock of horror 
experienced by the whole country at the news ti 
Nordenflycht, on his homeward journey, had been j 
together with his little four-year-old son and < 
The news spread like wildfire, and every road ana neia m 
the neighbourhood was scoured by policemen and detectives 
in search of the murderer, whom no one knew, and no one had 
seen. The following night, in the midst of a fearful thunder- 

* Lodge's Peerage. 
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storm, a knocking came to the window of the quiet dwelling 

where the young curate of the village of R lived with 

an elder sister. When the window was opened, a shepherd- 
boy was standing without, who begged, in a voice shaking 
with terror, that the priest would come up to his hut on the 
mountains. A lady lay there dying who wanted to speak to 
the priest The young curate dressed quiokly, and taking 
with him everything necessary for the administration of the 
sick, followed the boy, who led him far up the mountain to 
his miserable hut, quite hidden away in a small thicket, and 
built, as is the way in the mountains, of a few stakes and 
planks, kept in place by heavy stones. The priest went in, 
whilst the boy cowered down near the door* 

On a bundle of straw, in the farthest corner of the wretched 
abode, lay a young, strikingly beautiful woman, evidently 
near her end, and in her arms a newly-born babe was sleep- 
ing sweetly. 

" God has heard my prayer ; may He be blest and praised I " 

said the unknown, faintly, stretching out her hands to the 

priest. The latter half shrank back, bewildered and terrified, 

but speedily recovering his presence of mind, knelt down by 

the light of a lantern burning in the hut, near the straw bed 

of the dying woman, and began to speak words of comfort to 

her. In the belief that it was the approach of death which 

fied the young stranger, he began to console her by 

g the sufferings of our Lord, and how patiently He 

rtures and a most cruel death. 

, no, Father," wailed the poor thing, who seemed 
he impression of a nameless dread, " it is not death 
I gladly welcome it as putting an end to my life of 
agony." A burst of tears here somewhat relieved her op- 
pression. - " Before my death, I must reveal to you a fearful 
secret, but in case of necessity, I authorize you to make mj 
confession public. 

" I am Countess Marinelli of Naples — an orphan and an 
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heiress, My guardian married me two years ago to my pre* 
sent husband, whom, up to that time, I had never seen or 
known, but according to my guardian's representations, he 
had large possessions and a most estimable character. The 
marriage preparations were hurried on, and great pressure 
brought to bear on me to obtain my consent. Immediately' 
afterwards my husband brought me to travel ; he wandered 
restlessly hither and thither, seldom staying two days in the 
same place. Before long I discovered that everywhere my 
husband made feverishly anxious inquiries after some one, 
the result of which always put him in bad temper. He used 
to break out in the end in terrible fits of passion, the cause 
of which was unknown to me, for his inner life remained for 
me a sealed book. So far as I could see, he never said a 
prayer nor visited a church. You will the better understand 
how unspeakably miserable I was in this union when I tell 
you that I had received a good, thoroughly Christian educa- 
tion, which stood to me in good stead during tl 
anguish. The principles I had then imbibed pro 
safeguard, kept me true to my duty, and warded 
My heart remained ever lonely, for I shrank ba 
more from my husband's wild, lawless nature, 
ing entreaties, that he would give up this wandei 
settle down to some honourable employment, fi 
from him the avowal that, in consequence of a ] 
suit with one Baron Nordenflycht, he had los 
property, and that ever since the one aim of his e 
been to revenge himself on this robber of his poi 
honour, for it seems the Baron accused him oi 
cards. His object in roving from place to plac 
to obtain his revenge more surely and unexpectedly. My 
terror was unspeakable. Yet I never once reproached tbe 
unfortunate man with having, in his boundless selfishness, 
linked my fate to his vengeance-seeking life, but only strove 
by prayers and tears to turn him from his fell purpose. I 
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implored of him to return home with me. I still had money 
and influential friends who would gladly help to obtain him 
an honourable and lucrative employment ; that I would write 
to them immediately. My husband's only reply was a fear- 
ful outburst of rage, which carried him so far that he struck 
me. From that moment I became silent, as though dumb, 
and looked on with speechless mouth, but bleeding heart, as 
my husband went out into company evening after evening, 
sometimes bringing back large sums of money which he spent 
in travelling about. Two years passed by in this miserable 
way of life. A few days ago we arrived here, and he got an 
inkling from some one, that his enemy was living very 
quietly in his lonesome country-house. His delight at this 
piece of information was intense ; day and night he prowled 
round the property, getting acquainted with every inlet and 
outlet in the place. During this time I enjoyed more free- 
dom, and was not watched so closely, for latterly he had grown 
suspicious of me, not without reason, for I had warned some 
young gentlemen against my husband, who meant to ruin 
them at cards. The day before yesterday he came home in 
a state of high glee, and I soon saw he had been drinking 
heavily. 

" * To-morrow the fun begins,' he whispered to me in a 
mrmriATit. at good temper. 

>t is it ? ' I stammered out in fright. 
, mind you keep it dark, little one. To-morrow, 
it is coming back.' 

t do you intend to do with him P' I asked with 
ice. He laughed savagely, and showed me the 
s revolver. I fainted with sheer terror. Up to 
bxixo uuuo j. had not suspected that my husband meant to 
commit murder. The thought nearly drove me mad, but I 
had sufficient caution to conceal my feelings from him. In 
the course of the day a few adroit questions elicited from our 
landlady the information that Baron Nordenflycht and his 
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little son were expected home that evening. My husband 
had gone out early in the afternoon, after warning me to 
have everything in readiness for a speedy departure. Not 
all my tears and pleading had the power to keep him back. 
So I sat in dumb despair confronting my misery. More 
than, once I was tempted to put an end to my own life, and 
that of my ohild, but God's mercy withheld me from this 
crime, and inspired me with a saving thought. I got up 
and flew, rather than walked, up the mountain, with the 
intention of hiding myself until my husband should have 
gone away. As to what was to become of me, I never cast 
a thought ; my only aim was to get away from the murderer. 
I wandered about for several hours in ever-increasing anguish. 
Evening eame on, bringing a soft, fine rain, which wrapped 
everything in a thick mist. My trembling limbs refused to 
bear me any longer, and I sank down exhausted on a stone. 
Hardly had I been seated two minutes when I heard a 
stealthy, cautious footstep approach ; a tall figure crept 
through the bushes a few paces in front of me — it was my 
husband ! My heart gave one wild bound with terror, then 
stopped beating. Bid he already accomplished his wicked 
deed, and then come in search of meP He passed on, un- 
mindful of my presence ; an agonizing half-hour passed, still 
crouched down in the one spot, for I was afraid to move. 
At last the sound of carriage- wheels was heard in the dis- 
tance ; a pair of horses were nearing the place where I was 
in a sharp trot. Lite a flash of lightning it passed through 
my brain — I had wandered back to the high road, and this 
was Baron Nordenflyoht driving to his death. Gathering 
all my remaining strength I hurried with what speed I could 
towards the rapidly approaching equipage. With all my 
might I called out a warning to the coachman, who paid no 
heed, but threatened me with his whip. The Baron, how- 
ever, must have noticed me, perhaps have heard my despair- 
ing cry, for he let down the carriage window, and ordered 
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the coachman to halt. What I stammered forth in my terror 
and excitement I cannot now recall, bat saw the incredulous 
smile which passed over his face as he descended from the 
carriage ; then, forgetting all else in my desire to prevent a 
fearful crime, I whispered to him the name 'Marinelli/ 
He grew deadly pale, dnd opened his lips to question me 
further, when a sharp report rang through the air $ the 
coachman fell from his seat— dead. Two more shots followed 
in rapid succession. 1 felt a keen pain in my side ; then all 
became dark around me, and I felt nothing more. When I 
came to myself the morning sun was shining brightly, and 
for a long time I could not recollect how and why I had come 
there, for my mind was completely dazed and confused. I 
tried to stand up, but gave one dreadful cry — the already* 
stiffened corpse of the Baron was lying under me; close to 
it lay the little boy, and the coachman (his head shattered 
by the ball) was stretched a little way ofE on the bloody 
ground. My clothes were soaked through and through with 
blood. Incapable of uttering another sound, I crawled on 
my hands and knees from these awful surroundings, and half 
mad with pain and terror, made iny way thus towards evening 
to this hut, and found the boy whom I sent for you." 

A pause ensued; the young mother straggled against 
her growing weakness. "- 

"It will soon be all over with me ? his aim was sure, and 
the bullet struck full in the chest But I cannot die — my 
child, my poor unfortunate child ! " she wailed in heart- 
breaking tones. " He will find me ; he will never cease till 
he has entirely killed the traitress, once he finds that his 
hope of having left me and my unborn child dead on the 
spot is gone. When my body is not found he will trace me 
out, and the child ! Oh, he will take it and bring it away, 
and ruin it !" 

A slight creaking of the planks near the miserable pallet 
made her start. " He is there t Great God ! have mercy. 
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have mercy !" With features distorted with terror, and fast- 
glazing eyes, the unfortunate ereature fixed a wild gaze on 
the tiny window. " He wants the child — my child ! He 
shall not have it ! Take it, Father ! " 

With hands already clammy with the death-dew she laid 
the tiny, miserably wrapped-up little being in the arms of 
the priest, who was half paralyzed with fright. 

" I give up the child to you ; it shall belong to you, 
wholly and entirely ; have mercy on it and on me. You will 
bring it up better than its father, and you will understand 
why I, on the brink of the grave, ask for your word. Pro- 
mise me, swear to me, that never, under any circumstance 
whatever, you will give the child up to its father," she im- 
plored in despairing anguish, while her pale features were 
-convulsed by the agony of death which she held back by an 
extraordinary force of will. 

" The Count will claim his rights/ 9 stammered the terri- 
fied young priest, pronouncing the words with difficulty. 

" He will not dare to ; but if he should, make everything 
known. He shall not have my boy." 

With a last expiring effort she lifted herself up, and 
fixing her glazing eyes on the priest, spoke in heart-rending 
accents. 

" I make you ammrable for the soul of my child— hearken 
to a dying mother's words ! Here, in presence of death, I make 
over to you all rights over him, but one day I shall demand 
its soul at your hands." 

The poor young woman sank back on her hard couch ae 
though the last remnants of strength had failed her. 

" I am dying — mercy — let me go in peace." 

" Countess Marinelli, under such circumstances I can but 
promise you solemnly never to deliver the child into the hands 
of those who would ruin it," said the ecclesiastic in trem- 
bling, yet decided tones. 

" Swear to protect my boy till death." 
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" I give you solemn assurance of it, on my priestly 
word." 

"God reward — God bless you," murmured the young 
countess with faltering voice; she groped with her hand 
after the dark little head of her babe, sleeping serenely in 
the priest's arm ; she murmured a few unintelligible words - r 
then opening her eyes for the last time, said painfully — 

" Take care — of him — he will hurt — you ! " 

" I am in God's hands," replied the priest calmly and 
earnestly. Then he gave a general absolution. Hardly were 
the last cleansing words pronounced than Countess Marinelli 
closed her eyes for ever on this weary world, tranquil and 
confident of the future of her child. By the flickering light 
of the little lantern the priest now remarked a dark object 
cowering at the entrance of the hut. '* Martin, Martin, is- 
that you there P " The young shepherd arose with difficulty 
and drew near. " Tou were here all the time, and have 
heard everything." The boy nodded his head in a dazed 
fashion. 

" Tou are strictly bound never to reveal what you have 
heard to any human being. Do you understand thatP' 
Again the boy nodded, but the fixed, dazed expression did 
aot fade away from his young face. 

" Will you hold this child for a few minutes P " The 
same affirmative motion of his head answered the question. 

It was a strange baptism that was then performed at dead 
of night beside the corpse of the young woman. The holy 
water which the priest had provided himself with flowed on 
the little dark .head, and down on the dead body of the 
Countess as though in blessing. 

"John Felix," said the priest, visibly affected by the 
scene, " you now bear my name ; may it bring you happiness." 
He carefully wrapped the tiny being in the wide folds of his 
mantle and hid it in his arm. His foot hesitated momen- 
tarily as he passed *>y the poor funeral couch, and his glance 
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fell pityingly on the stiff, cold form lying on it. Hastily 
seizing the lantern, which gave forth a dim, uncertain light, 
he opened the door and stepped out into the night and fast 
falling rain ; heavy clouds hung menacingly in the dark sky, 
and a keen, cold wind blew in intermittent gusts. Once more 
the priest turned back towards the hut to give back the 
lantern to the shepherd-boy ; but he found that he, too, had 
left the hut and was following close behind. 

"Take the light, and stay by the corpse; I shall send 
someone up immediately," said the curate. 

The boy shook his head. 

" Are you afraid of the corpse, Martin P" 

Another shake of his head. 

" Then why don't you stay P" 

Some inarticulate sounds came from the lad's lips, a name- 
less terror was mirrored in his face, covered with great drops 
of perspiration, and his eyes sought those of his questioner 
in a mute appeal for help. 

" "Won't you answer, Martin P " 

A violent struggle only produced the same sounds as 
before; he vainly moved his lips, then pointed to his tongue. 
A fearful suspicion passed through the priest's mind — the boy 
was dumb. The terrible secret of the Countess Marinelli had 
deprived him of speech. The fright and horror of the reve- 
lation had paralysed his tongue. A cold shudder passed over 
the priest. " dome, my poor boy," he murmured ; then 
passed rapidly down the mountain path, followed by the 
shepherd lad. 

He had not proceeded many steps when the narrow path 
was barred by a tall form. 

" Give the child here quietly, Priest," whispered a hoarse 
voice, whilst his arm was caught in an iron grip. The curate 
started back, pressing the living bundle tighter to his breast. 

" Who are you P" he asked, in a slightly trembling yet 
decided voice. 
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" Hush ! — no noise out of you, or else " A glitter- 
ing weapon gleamed elose to the face of the curate. "Give 
me the child, and be silent about what has happened this 
night; then nothing shall happen you/' muttered the un- 
known. 

(To be continued.) 



TREVES AND ITS RELICS. 



In 1888, the Catholic Union of Germany held an assembly 
at Treves, and its members were much impressed by the 
number and value of the relics possessed by the historical 
and ancient city which are scarcely known to the world. 
The Union, speaking by the mouth of the Bishop of Luxem- 
bourg, implored Dr. Korum, Bishop of Treves, to expose 
once more to the veneration of the faithful, the incomparable 
relic possessed by his episcopal city — the Seamless Coat of 
our Lord. To this petition, his lordship replied : " The time 
is not yet come. God Himself appoints the moment for 
the exposition. Up to the present, it has always been called 
forth by events of world-wide experience. I know not if 
such events are at hand. I only know that when the hour 
appointed by God shall come the Holy Coat will be 
exposed, and the peoples of Europe flock hither to adore 
TTiTn who wore it, who bedewed it with His Blood, and who 
has left it to us as a symbol of our unity and indivisible 
charity." 

These significant words are worthy of recall, now that 
the exposition has taken place* 

In all, thirteen times has this precious treasure of the 
Church of Treves been exposed to the veneration of the 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Treves and its Belie*. 695 

faithful. The first was in 1512, just before the outbreak of 
the so-called Reformation, and the last before 1891 was 
in 1844. The first exposition, in 1512, took place at the 
instance of Maximilian I ., Emperor of Germany who had 
convened a general assembly in Treves during the Easter of 
that year. Never before had that city witnessed such an 
assemblage of notabilities within. its walls; in its annals the 
bare enumeration of the Prince Electors, Archbishops, 
Bishops, Archdukes and Counts occupies more than three 
pages. Before his nobles had gathered together the Emperor 
had performed all his Holy- Week devotions, and passed much 
time in the company of Archbishop Richard von Greifienklau 
of Treves. 

Maximilian was a deeply religious prince, full of know- 
ledge and intelligence. In the course of his conversations 
with the Archbishop, he observed that he had long been 
aware, not merely from popular tradition, but from an atten- 
tive perusal of ancient manuscripts, that in, the city of Treves 
was preserved the Seamless Goat of our Redeemer, and 
expressing a great desire of beholding it, urged the Arch* 
bishop to make researches for its whereabouts. Richard von 
Greifienklau willingly acceded to the Emperor's request, 
ordered prayers to be offered up in all the churches, and 
commenced active preparations. It was known to have been 
deposited within the high altar 316 years before, since which 
time no opportunity had occurred, or been taken advantage 
of, to expose the relic. 

On the 14th of April, 1512, the discovery of the Seamless 
Coat took place. Richard von Greiffenklau and nearly all 
his clergy assembled in the cathedral ; there were also 
present the occupants of nearly every episcopal and archiepis- 
copal see in Germany, as well as many from other countries. 
They stood in the choir whilst the high altar was being 
opened, and the Court chaplain of the Prince Elector of 
Treves commissioned to go into the interior of the altar and 
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seek lor the holy treasure. He had barely entered under- 
neath the altar to the right side, when he perceived a 
beautiful, artistically carved cheat of ivory and very old 
wood, closed and sealed with a large seal of wax. It was 
opened, and there lay the Seamless Robe of our Lord, with 
an inscription which ran thus : " This is the Seamless Coat 
of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ." 

The open display of die treasure did not» however, yet 
take place. More secular and eooleaiagtipal dignitaries kept 
pouring into the city, and the authorities were anxious to 
give all an opportunity of participating in the ceremony. 
Not till the 3rd of May was the relic exposed to the veneration 
of the faithful, and then only folded into a small oompass, as 
it had been discovered in the chest. But the princes begged 
that it might be unfolded, so a magnificent structure was 
raised, on which the Seamless Bobe was displayed, opened 
out wide to princes and people alike. The sight of this 
priceless memorial of our Lord's life produced a deep and 
powerful impression on all the beholders, which in very many 
instances found expression in tears. 

At the request of the Archbishop of Treves, Leo X., who 
was then Pope, granted numerous indulgences to pilgrims who 
came to venerate the relic. In the Bull conferring these 
privileges the Holy Father makes mention of the high 
antiquity of the Church of Treves, which is asserted to have 
been founded during the lifetime of the Apostles ; also, of 
the glory which it derived from the presents made by the 
Empress Helen, which gave it precedence of all the churches 
in Germany and Gaul. He declared that the possession of 
the Seamless Bobe of our Lord, of one of the nails of the 
Crucifixion, of a very large portion of the true Cross, of the 
body of the Apostle St. Matthias, as well as several other 
important relics, gave Treves a right to the title of a second 
Rome, and to the first rank amongst all other churches of 
Germany and France 
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The Holy Goat of Treves has been the subject of much 
discussion and lively controversy both in the Church and out 
of it, of much historical research and archaeological dispute. 
So it was at the first exposition in 1512, so it was at the last 
in 1891, so in all probability will it be at the next exposi- 
tion, and all succeeding ones. These literary combats over 
the authenticity of the Seamless Robe, have a striking 
analogy with those about the person of our Lord and the 
unity of His Church, quite in accordance with the character 
of the treasure, as symbol of the one and dearest relic of the 
other. 



FRANCISCAN MISSIONS IN SYRIA, PALESTINE 
AND EGYPT. 



to the editob op the " tertiary.' 
Dear Father, 

In Nazareth, the care of the entire Catholic population is 
in our hands; and all the holy spots there recorded are in 
our charge. The population of Nazareth, which is entirely 
Catholic, reaches nearly 2,000. 

In Tiberiade, on the sea of Galilee, where Christ conferred 
the Primacy on Peter, there is a small church and convent, 
where the wants of the few Catholics there resident are at- 
tended to. Pilgrims there are also received in a small guest- 
house attached to the convent. 

In Jaffa and Ramleh, the respective parishes are ad- 
ministered by the Franciscans. 

Ramleh, which is on the highway between Jerusalem and 
the seaport to it, viz., Jaffa, contains about 100 Catholics. 
Pilgrims and persons going to Jerusalem are received in the 
convent by the Fathers. 
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Jaffa, memorable for the plague that completed the ruin 
of Napoleon the First's great army, contains about 700 Latin 
Catholics. The Christian Brothers and the Nuns have re- 
spectively charge of the boys and girls' schools. Last year 
a new church and convent were erected ; the site acquired 
being, strange to say, that of the old citadel, which overlooks 
the entire city. From the convent windows and the terrace 
above, no more beautiful sight can be imagined than the 
prospect presented. The blue waters of the Mediterranean, 
as they xoH up to the very doors of the houses beneath, recall 
to memory many an event of the distant past. Hither the 
fleets of Tyre and Sidon carried their burdens of cedar for 
the Temple of Solomon. Jaffa's glory is at end, and to-day 
all is at rest, except now and then, a distant sail, or the long 
streak of black smoke indicating the approach or the de- 
parture of one of the steamers that occasionally call Now 
there is no harbour, and the vessel that brings the pilgrim to 
Jaffa lies about two miles away in the offing. 

Further up along the coast, in Tyre, Sidon and Acre, 
there are small congregations of Latin Catholics, forming the 
respective parishes under our charge. 

In Cana, of Galilee, where our Saviour wrought the 
miracle at the marriage feast, there is also a small parish of 
about 100 souls under the charge 6f one or two Fathers. 
Again, in Galilee, they have on Mount Tabor a church and 
small convent, together with a guest-house to accommodate 
pilgrims reaching there from Nazareth ; another church and 
residence in the village now marking out the Nairn of the 
Gospel. 

In Beyrout, which is the great stronghold of Catholicism 
in Syria, the Latin Catholic population is, however, extremely 
small, the bulk of the Catholics there being Maronitea and 
United Greeks. The parochial charge for the Latin Catholics 
is in the hands of the Capuchins. The Franciscans have, 
however, a church and convent in the city. The Jesuits have 
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« large college and university ; and, likewise, the Vihcentian 
Fathers, both of which establishments are well assisted by 
the French Government. 

In Harissa, a small town in the Lebanon, the Franciscans 
have a small church and convent ; but, as there is no resident 
Latin Catholic population, the Fathers merely aid the 
Maronite clergy in the usual exercises of the sacred ministry. 
A number of the young Fathers studying Arabic foi 
missionary work, are generally sent there for a time previous 
to their being nominated as curates in other parts of the 
country. 

In Damascus, where the Latin Catholic population number 
about 300, the parish is in our hands. The heroism of the 
children of St. Francis, in this last named city, can never 
be forgotten, especially during the dreadful massacre which 
took place there in 1860. Abandoned by all, they remained 
at their post, and, refusing to flee in order to save their 
Eves, they were slaughtered at the altar by the hordes of 
fierce Moslems, who hacked them to pieces. 

The Jesuits and Vincentians have, likewise, small churches 
and residences in the city. The general Catholic population 
in Damascus is exceedingly large, reaching nearly 20,000 ; 
but the greater part are Maronites and " United " or Catholic 
Greeks. 

In Lattakia, or the Laodicia of history, there is another 
small parish under our charge. 

In Aleppo, which, after Damascus, is the largest city in 
the entire Levant, the Latin Catholic population reaches 700 ; 
but here we have a large college with over 100 boarders, as 
well as a poor school In the college the greater part of the 
boys belong to the Greek, Armenian and Maronite Catholic 
bodies in the city. There are even several Jews and Moslems, 
especially those belonging to the higher classes of the 
Government officials, who thus show their preference for our 
teaching to that in their own schools. The care of the female 
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sohools in the city has been confided by us to the " Sisters of 
St. Joseph." The Jesuits have a small church and labour 
zealously in aiding the Fathers. 

In Lower Armenia during these past years, owing to 
numerous conversions made among the schismatic Armenians, 
Missions hare been opened ; and at present we have parishes 
with churches and convents in Aintab, Maraasch, Jenige 
Kal£, and several minor places. In all these places the Latin 
Catholic population, excluding, of course, the Boman Catholic 
Armenians, varies between 100 and 500. The Boman 
Catholic Armenians remain under the jurisdiction of their 
own clergy ; and our work consists in winning over from 
heresy the non-Catholic part of the Armenian Church. 

In Cyprus, the Latin Catholics are entirely under our 
charge, no other Catholic Missionaries being in the island. 
In Larnaoa, which is the chief town, the Latin Catholic 
population reaches to near 500 souls. There are also churches 
and convents in Liniassol and Nicosia. The greater part of 
the Christian population of Cyprus belongs to the Greek 
Orthodox Church. There are, however, a number of Maro- 
nites, and also a Catholic Maronite Bishopric in the island. 
In nearly every town of any size in Egypt, the Franciscans 
have churches and convents, as the entire charge of the 
Latin Catholics there devolves on them. In Alexandria, 
they have both the parishes in the city. The Yincentians 
have also a church, and zealously assist in the work of the 
parish. The Jesuits have a large college, but as yet have 
no public church: The Latin Catholic population of Alex- 
andria, excluding Maronites, Copts, and United Greeks, 
reaches to 30,000. The greater part of these, however, are 
either of Italian, French or Maltese descent. 

Ever, dear Father, yours sincerely, 

J. L. LYNCH, O.S.F., 

ALEPPO. 
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NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



Our contributions this month come from centres wide apart 
as the Poles. The paper on the Seraphic Family in the 
States will interest our readers very much, and they will be 
also glad to hear more of what is doing in the Holy Land. 
Our correspondence is, indeed, increasing daily in extent and 
usefulness. If letters are not answered by return, it simply 
means that they could not be. Every effort, however, ie 
being made to secure punctuality. 

The continuation of the articles on St. Francis is unavoid- 
ably delayed. 

♦ ♦ ♦ * 

Chapter of the Irish Province. — Under the presi- 
dency of the Most Reverend Commissary Visitator-General, 
Father Aidan McCarthy, O.S.F., Guardian of Manchester, 
and Definitor of the English Province, the Triennial Chapter 
of the Franciscans in Ireland was brought to a most success- 
ful issue. 

The Very Reverend Father Cleary was re-elected Pro- 
vincial ; Father Hill, Custos ; and Fathers Browne, Cassidy, 
Wogan and O'Reilly, Definitors. The following Fathers 
were made Guardians of the respective convents : — Father 
Hyland, of Dublin; Father Rossiter, of Athlone; Father 
Clement O'Neill, of Carrick-on-Suir ; Father Cooney, of 
Clonmel ; Father Cornelius Begley, of Cork; Father Murtagh, 
of Drogheda ; Father Maher, of Ennis ; Father Kehoe, of 
Gal way ; Father McDermott, of Limerick ; Father Dogette, 
of Multif arnham ; Father Baldwin, of Waterford ; and 
Father White, of Wexford. 
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Death of Cardinal Simeoni. — The void caused by the 
departure of this energetic churchman will not easily to 
filled. The sad event, which took place on 13th January, 
has made vacant a number of the highest and most onerous 

offices in the Roman Court. A mere list of the appointments 
which the late Cardinal held would occupy a great deal of 
space. They were not merely honourable or ornamental posi- 
tions, but demanded an immense amount of application and 
labour. He was best known officially as Prefect of the Propa- 
ganda, and it was in this capacity that his great gifts of heart 
and mind were most widely shown. He was Protector of several 
religious orders, amongst others, of the First Order of Fran- 
ciscans, and of the Third Order Regular. The solemn 
Requiem Mass for the repose of the deceased Cardinal's soul 
was celebrated in the Chapel of the Propaganda on the 16th 
January. The different orders who enjoyed the advantage 
of his protection had Mass offered for him in their convents. 
In the Franciscan Church, Merchants' Quay, Dublin, 
the Office of the Dead was chanted, and solemn Requiem 
Mass was sung on Saturday, 16th January, the Very 
Reverend Aidan McCarthy, O.S.F., Commissary Visitator- 
General, being celebrant. 

By direction of the Very Reverend Father Provincial, 
the same solemn suffrages were offered in all the other 
convents of the Province of Ireland. 



Death op Cardinal Manning. — The feeling of sorrow 
for the death of Cardinal Manning is universal. A great 
ascetic, administrator, scholar, and at the same time a great 
lover of men, his various, yet stable mind, his high character, 
and his simple habits have made him one of the first and 
greatest in a nation most intolerant of all that he represented 
with unparalleled force and vigour. We are proud not 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Notes and Comments. 703 

only to claim the deceased Cardinal as a member of the 
Third Order, but to state that he founded at Bayswater a 
•Congregation of Priests who observe the same rule. 



Ik the course of an audience granted by His Holiness 
at St. Peter's, the editor of the two Franciscan monthlies 
published in Belgium, had the honour to be presented to the 
Pope, as the Director of a congregation of the Third Order, 
at Antwerp, which contained three hundf ed men. The Holy 
Father was pleased, aiid said, very earnestly : " Toil hard at 
the diffusion of the Third Order : it will be the salvation of 
the world/ 99 — Revue du Tiers Ordre, Montreal. 



The new Master-General of the Dominicans is not long 
arrived at Borne. His first visit was paid to our Most 
Reverend Father-General. 



The Conventual Franciscans have elected, as Superior- 
General, the Most Reverend Father Laurence Caraletti. He 
was at one time Prefect Apostolic of Constantinople. All who 
know him are delighted at his election. 



The votive chapel for the peace of all Christian peoples, 
which was begun some time since in theold church of St. Francis 
at Bologna, is near its completion. Every Monday public 
prayers ate offered according to the intentions of the Holy 
Father, which were signified in his letter of September, 1882, 
in which he besought the bishops of the world, the faithful 
generally, and the Third Order in particular, to promote in 
every way, peace and mutual charity. 

More than 60,000 Catholics, chiefly in Italy, have sub- 
scribed to the building. — Eco di San Francesco. 
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Martyrdom cf Tbktians in China. — Two Franciscan 
Sisters of the Third Order, Regular, hare been martyred in 
China. They went to China from Marseilles, where, accord- 
ing to an old [custom of the Order, the Te Deum was sung 
as soon as the news was known, and other brave Sisters of 
the Order at once set out to take the place of those who were 

It will surprise^ our readers to hear the names of all the 
Congregations of Nuns professing the Rule of the Third 
Order of St. Francis. The following is as acourate a list as 
we can obtain : — The Third Order Missionary Sisters, Third 
Order Sisters of the Immaculate Conception, Third Order 
Missionaries of Mary, Sisters of the Stigmata, founded in 
Florence, the Alcantarines, founded in Castellamare, the 
Tertiaries, called Margaritinee, founded in Rome, the Tertiaries,. 
called Elizabettines, and the Sisters of the Sacred Heart, in 
Naples, the Sisters of .Penance, of the Household, of Charity,, 
of Infant Asylums and Hospitals, the Tertiaries of Yicenza, 
of the Divine Shepherd, of Perpetual Adoration, of St. Mary 
of the Angels, and not to be too tedious, the Franciscan 
Nuns of the Immaculate Conception. All these Sisters have 
different dress, way of life, and aims, but profess the same 
Rule, are in obedience to the same Superioress-General, and 
have the same spirit, namely, that of the Seraphic Father 
Francis. — Strenna, Naples. 



Almanack des Missions Franciscaines. — We have only space 
to acknowledge with thanks the receipt of this beautiful 
specimen of printing. It has been compiled, printed, and 
illustrated by Franciscan hands, and the chief part in its 
production has, we suspect, been taken by the Franciscan 
Missionary Sisters of Mary. It is full of interesting matter, 
which we shall be glad to share with the reader at another 
time. 
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THE SERAPHIC FAMILY IN THE 
UNITED STATES. 

BY E8PBRANZA. 



I. — The First Order. 

(Continued from page 678.) 

At Cairo, Illinois, we take the cars north, and in passing 
the Polish settlement, Radom, notice two Fathers and two 
Brothers just enjoying an after-dinner recreation in the 
garden. Towards evening we arrive at Teutopolis. Here is 
a huge monastery, the Mother-house and Novitiate of the 
Franciscan Province of the Sacred Heart. What a change 
has taken place here in twenty years, as well at the monastery 
as at the college across the railroad track ! Of course, we 
must stop. It will take some time before we get through 
making comparison with former days ; besides we are tired 
and only at the threshold of vast distances. However, even 
here we can take notice of the inmates, leaving other matters 
of interest to some other pen. As we sit at table in the great 
refectory, during a lull in the lecture, we count nine Fathers, 
five Clerics, ten Novices and thirteen Lay- brothers. Follow- 
ing an invitation of the Rev. Rector of the College of St. 
Joseph, we are introduced to ssven Fathers and ten brothers, 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



706 771* Franciscan Tertiary. 

besides several lay professors. Next we turn up at Quincy,. 
Illinois, on the Mississippi River. At the large monastery 
of St. Francis Solanus, reside seven Fathers, twenty professed 
Clerics, Philosophers and ten Brothers. 

In the next block, for Quincy is a city of 35,000 inhabi- 
tants, eight other Fathers and ten Brothers conduct a college 
for boys and young men, the same as at Teutopolis. The 
Franciscans at Quincy all belong to the Sacred Heart Pro- 
vince. At Peoria we take a hasty dinner with four Capuchin 
Fathers and two Brothers. They also have charge at Meta- 
mora, sixteen miles away, of an orphan asylum. Two Fathers 
and three Brothers reside at the place. A zigzag course 
now takes us past three residences of the Cincinnati Province 
— Bloomington, Minonk andStreator, in each of which there 
are two Fathers and one Brother. Time presses. On our 
way to Chicago we hurry past a number of solid buildings, 
surrounded by a high stone wall, upon which guards, with 
loaded rifles, pace to and fro. It is also a monastery, with 
this difference, however, that the inmates make no such vows 
as religious do, but are compelled to practise what they imply. 
Unlike religious, who can leave whenever they wish and obey 
because they want to, the inmates behind these well-guarded 
walls cannot depart, some of them only when death calls, and 
they are made to obey at the muzzle of a rifle if nothing else 
will bend them. It is the State prison of Illinois, near 
Joliet. A Franciscan Father attends to the spiritual wants 
of the Catholic prisoners. The Father resides at the ConVent 
in the city, where four other Fathers and Brothers are in 
charge of the German Parish. As the reader knows, the 
Columbian Exposition, or World's Fair, in commemoration 
of the discovery of America by Christopher Columbus, a 
Franciscan Tertiary, by the way, is to be held at Chicago, 
Illinois, during 1892 and 1893. Well, the sons of St- 
Francis are not unknown there. Besides two Convents, con- 
taining five Fathers and six Brothers of the Sacred Heart 
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Province, there is, perhaps, a larger number of Tertiaries 
at Chicago than can be found anywhere in one city outside 
of Italy. In 1887 the Fathers counted eight hundred 
English-speaking members of the Third Order. It would be 
-a laudable work to form a union of the different branches and 
"Conferences of the Third Order Secular in the United 
States ; it would certainly contribute much towards spreading 
the spirit of St. Francis. As that spirit is the spirit of Christ, 
there can be hardly anything more noble than to work in 
that cause. But we are digressing. Well, Chicago is a big city, 
and big minds are now engaged in and about it ; so we can be 
excused to forget ourselves 'mid the crowding thoughts that 
here rush upon us. To escape we shall take the train at 
once for Milwaukee, leaving Illinois, with its many Franciscan 
homes and children, behind. We cannot help looking back, 
though. Let us see ; how many were there P Our notes tell 
the story. Thirteen Convents, fifty-four Fathers, sixty- three 
Lay-brothers, and thirty-five who will some day, please God, 
sacrifice at the altar. One hundred and two sons of St. 
* Francis for the State of Illinois alone ! It is certainly the 
State of the Seraphic Saint ! We look out of the window ; 
cornfields, villages, cities, rivers; but we don't see them. 
Future scenes and work and people chase one another. Oh, 
what a future ! Draw pictures upon our imagination. € ' Mil- 
waukee !" the brakeman cries out. We enter a street car 
and step out at the Capuchin Monastery. It is not the first 
time. We are recognized, too, and that, if anything, makes 
our welcome more cordial. After supper we have a chat 
with six Fathers, fourteen Clerics and five Brothers. Next 
morning, after a few hours' ride, we cross the threshold of 
Mount Calvary Monastery and College, in charge of nine 
Capuchin Fathers, thirteen Clerics and fifteen Brothers. 
Another Capuchin Convent is at Wauwatosa, containing two 
Fathers and one Brother. At Appleton we surprise five 
Capuchin Fathers and three Brothers at their dinner, and as 
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a traveller is known to be Always hungry, very little ceremony 
is indulged in at such an occasion. Not far distant is the 
only Polish Franciscan Monastery in the United States. 
There, at Pulaski, Shawano County, reside two Fathers and 
sixteen Brothers among their people. We now turn to the 
copper regions of Lake Superior in the North. As we 
approach Oconto City, on Green Bay, we find ourselves upon 
the ancient hunting grounds of the Menominee tribe. Only 
a few Indians still remain near the bay, scattered about here 
and there. The main body occupies a large part of Shawano 
County, sixty miles west of the bay, where two Fathers and 
five Brothers of the Sacred Heart Province labour among 
them. The Convent is now at Keshena, their main settle- 
ment. The train takes us to Upper Michigan, where we in 
turn visit seven Fathers and three Brothers of the Cincinnati 
Province, in their Convents at Escanaba, Hancock and 
Calumet. A lake steamer transfers us to Bayfield, Wiscousin. 
This Convent, from which two Fathers and two Brothers 
attend the surrounding Indian and other Missions, is the 
most northerly of the Province of the Sacred Heart. Ash- 
land, about eighteen miles down the bay, has another 
Convent of the same Province. Three Fathers and three 
Brothers reside at this centre of iron mines. Sixty miles 
west, at the head of Lake Superior, three Fathers and two 
Brothers of the same Province are in charge of a Parish and 
some scattered Missions among the Indians. Over a hundred 
miles directly south lies Mineapolis, where are St. Anthony's 
Falls, in the Mississipi River, so named, in honour of the 
Saint of Padua, by their discoverer, Father Hennepin, a 
Belgian Franciscan of the Recollect Family. Much might 
be said of the Franciscan Missions ; but it must be reserved 
for future days. We are now in Minnesota. The cars on 
our way south take us by Chaska and Jordan, in which two 
Convents there are eight Fathers and six Brothers. We 
make no further stop until we arrive at St. Louis, on the 
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Mississipi River. At the Monastery of St. Anthony, where 
are the theological studies of the Sacred Heart Province, we 
count twelve Fathers, twenty Theologians and twelve Bro- 
thers. After resting a day, and receiving the blessing of the 
Very Rev. Father Provincial, who also resides at this place, 
we " go west ;" and far west it is, indeed, for, after all that 
was seen, we have not [quite travelled across the United 
States. We are in the State of Missouri, which is west of 
the Mississipi. At Herman, on the muddy Missouri River, 
we merely get sight of a little Convent of the Sacred Heart 
Province ; also, at Mount St. Mary's and Ohillicothe, in all 
of which houses there are eight Fathers and six Brothers. 
The next Franciscan House is at Kansas City, Mo., where 
two Fathers and one Brother of the Province of St. John the 
Baptist reside. Two more Fathers and one Brother of the 
same Province have a little Convent just across the State 
line in Kansas City, Kansas, formerly called Wyandotte. 
Along the railroad to the south-west lie Emporia and Wichita 
in Kansas State. In both these are Convents of the Francis- 
cans from Cincinnati, the former having five Fathers and 
two Brothers, the latter but two Fathers and one Brother. 
Wichita is the western limit of the Province of St. John the 
Baptist. The eastern limit is at Cincinnati, thence extending 
north to Calumet on Lake Superior. At Victoria, in the 
centre of the State of Kansas, we also find the last Convent 
of the Capuchin Fathers. Four Fathers and two Brothers 
labour here, and in some smaller Missions. 

The State of Nebraska is situated north of Kansas. In 
one county — Platte— there are three Convents of the Sacred 
Heart Province, in which nine Fathers and ten Brothers are 
busy for the salvation of the surrounding German settlers. 
The Union Pacific R.R. now hurries over the sparsely-settled 
plains to the foot of the Rocky Mountains, to Denver, the 
"Queen City of the Rockies." The last of the three 
Convents of the German St. Elizabeth Custody is here. 
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'Three Jtyfchejrs a*id one brother make us forget the incon- 
yen^pes of trayel across the dusty expanse ; but we shall 
#ee more p dust and Jess water, and fewer settlements, before 
jve arrive at the Sierra Nevada Mountains, on the other side 
qf Nevada State. By rail we pass through Mormondom, or 
the home of the " Latter-day Saints'' — Utah ; then through 
the " Sagebrush '' State, Nevada, and at last, thanks be to 
-God, we pass over the dizzy mountain heights and find 
•ourselves at Sacramento, on the river of the same name* 
The appellation indicates its Catholic origin. California, in 
which State we now are is, next to Texas, the largest State 
in the Union. It would take over two days and two nights 
of continuous railroad travel to speed over this "Golden 
State " from north to south. It has every variety of climate, 
from the snow-capped mountains in the north, to the well- 
migh tolerably warm plains of the south. But we are 
iorgetting our errand. We are to finish our sketch of all the 
Convents of the Franciscan Order in the United States at 
once. Well, there are but four to take notice of, and they 
all belong to the Province of the Sacred Heart. 

(To be continued.) 



THE UNKNOWN WILL OF GOD. 



Masters in the spiritual life teach us that it is the knowledge 
of God which makes the humility of the saints. Now those who 
•earnestly desire this humility, may greatly remove hindrances 
by habitually referring their actions to the unknown will of 
God. God is the centre and circumference of all things. 
His will moves everything, originates everything, guides 
everything ; with sweetness fulfilling His work, and causing 
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it to be fulfilled by every creature that He hath made. 
There can be nothing superfluous in the providence of God. 
Everything happens with a view to the end of His gracioua 
designs, for God is Charity: and we, who are praying for 
humility, must remember that, whatever may be the appear- 
ance of the present dispensation in which we are taking a 
part, it is all under the control of Divine love. God's designa 
are co-eternal with Himself. He has created things beyond 
our conception ; and if created things are beyond our com- 
prehension, how can we be supposed to comprehend the 
greatness and the majesty, the purity and the unity of a 
design which is co-eternal, and, possibly, co-extensive with 
the mind of GodP Here we are, little atoms of dust, endowed 
with the power of entering into the designs of God, by active 
co-operation, which, if we refuse to do, we must carry out in 
spite of our rebellion ! We know nothing more than this ; 
but upon this has been built the whole economy of created 
will. 

No truth is more practical than this. First, we are 
engaged in a work, the great design of which we are abso- 
lutely ignorant of ; but we know, that if we are found in the 
will of God, reflecting His image," having His will present 
and printed in our hearts, which is the end and aim of all 
Christian teaching, doctrine, sacraments and such like ; if 
we are found in Christ, working with, and fellow-helpers 
with Him, seeking not our own, but the things which belong 
to Him ; if, in fact, we are found divested of self and self- 
will, and have put on Christ and God's will, we shall see, at 
last, the work finished that God has been busy about all these 
wondrous ages ; we shall see it in Him, and rejoice in it for 
Him, and glory in it because of Him, and be found, our- 
selves, a blessed part of it, to His eternal praise and glory. 

And the practice of it comes down to our very door. 
Here where I sit, or kneel, or stand, or walk, or eat, or drink, 
or speak; this very action I am now doing, whether in 
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itself of importance or not, it is all a part of God's wonderful 
plan. Nothing can happen outside it. By these things we 
are silently, lovingly, obediently, patiently, humbly cor- 
responding with His will; so that we are working at the 
edifice of that human perfection of which Jesus is the head, 
the heart, and the soul ; or we are fretfully, selfishly, im- 
patiently working out that same will, but at our own cost 
and to our own ruin. 

And this is not done once or twice a day, when we are 
praying, but every moment of the day. Either we are doing 
God's will, or we are not doing it. If we only can conceive 
our utter ignorance of the means to the end, as well as the 
end to which all human as well as all supernatural means are 
directed, we shall feel so low and weak and so poor, that even 
without a revelation of the greatness of God, we shall fall 
back in our humility, to the modest endeavour to do our best 
every minute of the day, desiring from the bottom of our 
hearts that we may, by the purity of our intentions, faith- 
fully correspond with the unknown will of God, in which 
He is allowing us to take a part, by bidding us for a time 
work in the dark, by doing or suffering everything that 
happens, and by carefully conforming our lives to the known 
Will which has been revealed to us ; and this we can only do 
perfectly in our measure, by having within us the spirit of 
true childlike humility. 

E. M. S. 



COURTIERS. 



Is the King's palace and His presence-chamber 
The great rose-window looking to the west 

Painted the grey stone floor with rose and amber, 
And a long sunbeam, bolder than the rest. 
Crept to the gold throne's foot. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



St. Francis of Assist. 713 

A stray bird flitted through the window's glory, 
With red and purple seemed the doll walls hung, 

That played upon the Crucifixion's story, 
And on the Mother's starry circlet swung, 
And rows of vines in fruit. 

On the high screen the Lord Christ lay a-dying, 
Mary the sinner kissed his pierced foot's stain, 

And, hark ! the organ's voice with sobbing, crying 
The " Miserere " with a passionate pain : 
Below, a woman wept. 

Prayed the white nuns within their shadowy places 

Under the veils that cast a solemn shade ; 
And angels with long wings and luminous faces, 

Unseen of mortal eyes that are afraid, 
With these the vigil kept. 

Katharine Tynan. 



ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISL 



(Continued from page 649 .) 

The sorrow which weighed down the Christian world arose 
from two serious misunderstandings ; the one with life, the 
other with heaven. The misunderstanding with life lay in 
enslaving itself to the fleeting blessings which life can give, 
to riches, honours, follies and excesses of every kind, instead 
of devoting itself earnestly to that priceless treasure which is 
offered to every passer on the highway — true Christian liberty. 
It lay with the hearers of St. Francis to cast off from them 
in a moment and for ever the cares which made life like a 
lengthening chain, and become free and happy as the 
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bird upon the bough. The remedy was at tKeir doors ; they 
had but to stretch out their hands and grasp it ; all they had 
to do was to espouse Holy Poverty. What a sudden change ! 
What a delightful cure for those gnawings of the soul of 
those who possessed the world's blessings and who feared to 
lose them or to be unable to increase their store ! The man 
who possesses nothing, and who is willing to let all things 
pass from him, enjoys in peace that which no one can take 
away — the holy gladness of living, the freshness of the fields, 
the fragrance of the flowers, the waiting for the kingdom of 
God. Instead of making a sacrifice he has rather gained a 
great deal. Love of Poverty is the great lesson which the 
Gospel teaches ; but men believed that' they knew better than 
Christ what was good for them, and out of this arose the 
second misunderstanding with heaven. 

It is here that St. Francis stands notably apart from the 
Paterini and other heretics, who lay all the blame on Holy 
Church, and accuse her of having substituted a haughty and 
threatening God in the stead of the God of love and mercy 
of the Gospel. He never had a word of blame for the Church 
or for its representatives, whosoever they were. He always 
taught that the evils arose front the fact that the people had 
broken the Gospel compact to replace it by a religion much 
more respectful of the laws of human prudence, which was 
a great mistake. All the wisdom of the world is but folly, 
said he, and he was right. While the God of the poor, He 
who alone pitied deeply the sufferings of mankind, was for- 
gotten by men and buried Himself in a sleep that was to last 
during eleven centuries, pity and tenderness went up to 
heaven with Him and fell asleep at His feet. The fervent 
preacher of Assisi set himself with the earnestness almost of 
despair to awaken those three sleepers. He called on them 
with a mighty cry and with scalding tears, knowing well 
that they were what the wretched world needed in the 
bitterness of heart begotten of its sufferings. If the world 
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could only understand that the folly of the Gospel is thiest 
wisdom, the heart of the preachers would be at rest. 

The first to understand this quickly were two citizens of 
Assisi, Bernard of Quintavalle, a wealthy man of mark ; and a 
canon named Peter. When Bernard made known his intention 
of distributing his goods amongst the poor, St. Francis selected 
a church of Assisi as the place in which Bernard and Peter 
were to meet him. When they were met together there, all 
three, after the manner of the time, set themselves to consult 
the Gospel, and opening the sacred volume they read : " If 
thou wouldst be perfect, sell what thou hast and give it to the poor, 
and thou shalt have a treasure in heaven ; then come and follow 
me." The meaning of these words were clear to them. The 
two disciples went at once to sell their belongings ; and one 
can fancy how Assisi must have looked wonderingly on that 
scene from Apostolic times when it was set before their eyes 
in all its present truthfulness in the great square of their 
city. Wealthy Bernard of Quintavalle held his fortune in a 
fold of his robe, and scattered it among the hands stretched 
towards him. By his side young Bernardone stood looking, 
but not with the air certainly of one who saw anything 
strange in what was being done before him. An old priest 
ohose that very time to clamour for the money which ho 
said was due to him for the repairs of the church of St. 
Damian. Francis, thrusting his hand among the gold of 
Bernard, threw a handful of crowns to the priest, and waa 
about to give him another with all the manner of one who 
utterly despised that dross, but the priest, half ashamed of 
himself, was slinkin g off, saying that he had had quite 
enough. 

Eight days afterwards there was another recruit, then a 
fourth, and a fifth, and so on, until there were twelve. 
Neither the master nor his disciples had any idea of founding 
an order. Anyone who understands the character of St. 
Francis would never attribute to him carefully considered or 
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well-matured plans. In the year 1209, during which he 
gathered his first disciples around him, neither henor they had 
any intention beyond living according to their belief. Not 
one of them had a thought of . establishing the Franciscans. 
The most powerful of the religious orders that have ever 
existed was founded, one would say, unintentionally. The 
little community established themselves in a hut, which they 
had put together somehow in the vallev below Assisi, near a 
little neglected chapel, called St. Mary of the Portinncula. 
They had put on the grey habit and the hempen cord, 
selected by their master, instead of the dress of a hermit, 
because he thought the shoes and leathern belt savoured too 
much of luxury. They prayed a good deal, they toiled with 
their hands, they went begging from door to door, St. Francis 
at their head to set them the example ; for it was on this parti- 
cular point he met with the greatest opposition from persons 
of every class. The idea that the honour and dignity of a 
good man are above his surroundings and the accidents of life, 
is one that is received with very great reluctance by men. 
It would, however, be an exceeding blessing in an age of 
violence when the weak were unceasingly trampled upon by 
the strong, and on this account St. Francis held to it with 
all the earnestness of his earnest soul. " The Son of God," 
said he to his companions, " was much more noble than we 
are ; He became poor for our sake. We have chosen poverty 
through love of Him, and we ought not to be ashamed to go 
abegging." Some of them, nevertheless, found it hard to 
resolve to stretch forth their hands for charity, both because 
the public blamed them, and their families complained that 
the disgrace of it was thrown back on them, and also because 
even the Bishop of Assisi, who protected the Portiunoula, 
did not hide his belief that this begging was a little too much. 
Re gave St. Francis to understand that this was his opinion ; 
and the answer of the saint is worth recording, for it defines 
distinctly the social aim which his work had even at that 
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time in his mind. " My lord/' said he, " if we possess anything 
whatsoever we shall need arms to defend our possessions, for 
it is from possessions that lawsuits and feuds arise ; it is from 
property that love of God and of our neighbour meets with a 
thousand stumbling blocks, and for this reason we do not wish 
to possess any earthly thing in this world. 9 ' This answer 
pleased the bishop very much, says Thomas of Celano. 
Begging became a portion of the rule, but they were not to 
take money. There was never a single coin at St. Mary of 
the Angels. "Work of the hands was another rule. Never 
an idle moment. One was cook, another was gardener, a 
third was a drawer of water, and a fourth a hewer of wood. 
Those who were specially skilful buried themselves in the 
craft which they knew, and gave their work in exchange for 
things needed by the community. Public opinion gave way 
to strength of evidence. It was not for laziness they went 
abegging at Portiuncula. 

(Jo be continued.) 



KILCREA, 00. CORK. 



In the last March number of the Tertiary we gave a brief 
sketch of the Franciscan Convent of Eilcrea, in the Oo. Cork. 
It may not be uninteresting to our readers to supplement 
the article by a notice of a few of the remarkable men who 
were once its inmates, or whose bodies rest in its consecrated 
soil. 

Father Thaddeus O'Sullivan; the most celebrated preacher 
of his time in Ireland, was, for many years, a member of the 
Community of Kilcrea. He belonged to the illustrious 
family of the O'Sullivans of Bear, among whom he found 
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hospitality and sure protection whenever persecution compelled 
liim to seek their aid. No English soldier had yet dared to 
•enter their mountain fastnesses of Glengarriff, or approach 
the lordly towers of Dunboy, where a cordial welcome waited 
every fugitive from civil or religious tyranny. The O'Sul- 
livans were, at this time, in constant communication with 
Spain. Their young kinsman naturally sought, in the grea^ 
schools of that country, the education denied him at home. 
After a short residence in Spain he joined the Franciscan 
Order, and devoted himself for some years to sacred learn- 
ing. He returned to Ireland about the middle of the 
sixteenth century, to find the religion of his fathers pro- 
scribed, the churches desecrated, and the monasteries of his 
Order plundered. Perhaps this was the motive of his return. 
His country needed his services ; and so, bidding farewell to 
the peace and security of his Spanish convent, he entered 
upon the scene of his labours. 

The Franciscan Monasteries of Dublin and Cork had been 
already suppressed in 1540. That of Toughal met the same 
fate a few years later. Kilcrea, thanks to the powerful 
protection of the McCarthys, had as yet escaped the plun- 
derer. Here Father O'Sullivan took up his residence, but 
his was not to be the peaceful life of the cloister. Obeying 
the commands of his superiors he entered upon a missionary 
life. He travelled the greater portion of Ireland, preaching 
with wonderful fruit. We read of his labours in Dublin, 
"Waterford, Limerick, Cork and other cities. In the cala- 
mitous Desmond wars, he followed the soldiers into the 
mountains and morasses, instructing and restraining them. 
He spoke with such eloquence and fervour, and led a life of 
48uch sanctity and perpetual toil for the love of souls, that 
the Irish called him their second Patrick ; " because," says 
O'Sullivan Bear, in his history of Iceland, " by him in these 
times was preserved the Christijan faith wjiich St. Patrick 
planted among them." He was the friend and trusted 
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adviser of Dr, M'Oreagh, then Bishop of Cork and Cloyne, 
who consulted him in all his difficulties. The following 
incident in the life of Dr. M'Oreagh, will give our readers 
some idea of the sufferings and dangers of a Catholic bishop 
in those days. It is taken from the Pacata Hibernia, page 
190, of the Dublin edition. The Earl of Thomond, Sir 
Qeorge Thornton and others, were led by a spy to Drum- 
finnim Woods. "No sooner were they entred into the 
f astnesse, but presently the sentinells which were placed in 
the skirt of the wood, raised the crie, which as it should seem> 
rowsed 'the counterfeit Earle of Desmond, and Dermond 
MacGraghe, the Pope's Bishop of Cork, who were lodged 
there in a poore ragged Cabbin : Desmond fled away bare- 
foot, haying no leisure to pull on his shooes, and was not dis- 
covered ; but MacGraghe was met by some of the souldiers, 
cloathed in a simple mantle and torne trowsers, like an aged 
churle ; and they neglecting so poore a creature, not able to 
carry weapon, suffered him to pass unregarded." Thus 
lived those apostles and martyrs of the faith of Jesus Christ. 
Hunted as the wolf, no home, no comfort, no shelter but " a 
poore ragged cabbin/ 9 exposed to betrayal and death even in 
the depths of the forest, and so meanly clad that the soldiers 
take them for •' some aged churles/' some " poore creatures/* 
and allow them to pass in contempt ! 

To many such dangers was Father O'Sullivan exposed; 
Sometimes he sought refuge for a time among his kinsmen in 
Bear. Sometimes, as Wadding and other writers relate, 
he owed his deliverance to a manifest miracle. On one 
occasion, when the heretics lay in ambush, he suddenly 
approached their hiding-place, and confronting them, said, 
" I know your object. I know the reward you will receive 
for my capture. Here I am ; fulfil your purpose. I am 
ready, if it be the will of God to deliver me up to my ene- 
mies." Astounded at his boldness, and believing their 
intentions had been revealed to him by God, they let hirti 
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pass free. Another time, when pursued by a company of 
soldiers, lie came to a cross on the wayside, and turning 
towards it, prayed : — " By the power of the Gross, deliver 
me, Lord, from my enemies. Allow them not to pass this 
sacred sign." His prayer was heard. Beyond the cross they 
could not go, until their victim had reached a place of safety. 

Father Thaddeus O'Sullivan died in December, 1597, far 
away from his convent, but the people who loved him re- 
solved that he should rest with his brethren in Kilcrea. 
They dare not attempt their object unless in the secrecy of 
the night. The country was without roads, and they lost 
their way among the mountain-passes. In their difficulty 
they implored God, through thejntercession of His servant, 
whose body they bore, that He would come to their aid. It 
was decided to let the horse, on which was placed the body 
of the Saint, take its own way. Guided by the hand of God, 
it led them safely through the darkness to the convent gate. 
They buried him in the cloister before the door of the chapter- 
room. The English soldiers then occupied the surrounding 
country, and it was only by night the pious work could be 
performed. As his brethren and his friends, who had fol- 
lowed his long and dangerous funeral procession, stood in 
sorrow beside his grave, they beheld a light shine out from 
the church and rest upon the mortal remains of their beloved 
Father. With joy they entered the convent, knowing that 
his soul was with God. 

Here, also, rests the body of Thomas OHerlihy, Bishop 
of Ross. This illustrious Confessor of the Faith was born in 
1519, in a small village of that diocese. We have no parti- 
culars of his youth, but he must have entered the priesthood 
at an early age, and have been distinguished for his piety 
and learning. We learn from the Oonsistorial Acts that, at 
the time of his appointment, he was Canon of Cork, and was 
on a visit to B»ome J . 

Dr. O'Herlihy was created Bishop of Boss, in succession 
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to Dr. Maurice O'Hea, op tjie 17th December, 1561, on the 
recommendation of Father David, a Jesuit, who held, at that 
time, ail important position in the Irish Church. He was 
consecrated in Borne, and shortly afterwards set out for 
Trent, where he arrived on the 25th May, 1562. Donagh 
M'Congail, Bishop of Raphoe, and Eugene O'Hairt, Bishop 
of Achonry, reached that city about the same date, and pro- 
bably travelled with him from Borne. These, with Dr. 
Waucop, Archbishop of Armagh, who had been present at 
some of the earlier sessions twenty years before, were the 
only Irish prelates who attended that celebrated Council. 
They took an active part in the proceedings, and spoke and 
voted on many important questions. "When the obligation 
of bishops to reside in their dioceses was under discussion, 
one of them — the records do not mention which — voted that 
the Council should declare that the obligation of residence 
was of Divine law. The opinion of the others is not given, 
but this we know, that all three returned to Ireland and ful- 
filled that law at the risk of their liberty and life. 

(To be continued.) 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 



(Continued from page 694.) 
" Let me pass, wretched man ! You shall not have the 
child!" A cry of pain followed Q& these words — the mur- 
derer's dagger had been plunged deep into his arm. With a 
horrible curse the stranger sprang forward and tried to drag 
the child to himself ; his dagger stabbed ceaselessly at the 
defenceless priest, but the blows were cautiously aimed to 
avoid injuring the little bundle in his arms. The priest 
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sunk on his knees, holding the child tight to his breast with 
superhuman strength. A fearful straggle began — a straggle 
for life or death — there seemed little doubt as to which. 
" 6h, God ! send Thine angel to protect the child' ! " cried the 
priest alottdf. He had sank to the ground 1 , pouring with 
blood from innumerable wounds, but still holding tight to the 
weeping babe for whom he made~a rampart of his body ; but 
loss of blood and agony were fast depriving him of his 
power. 

At this supreme moment a loud unearthly yell, rang out on 
the silent night air. It came from Martin, who at that moment 
came up, and rapidly comprehended the situation. " Triple 
brute!" hissed out the stranger, lifting himself up and 
looking round'. He made a move towards Martin, who- 
instinctively sought shelter behind a large beech tree, at the 
same time giving utterance to another cry, which echoed back 
an erie sound from the neighbouring hills. This time the 
Count, with a horrible imprecation, darted like a wild 
animal on the boy, who took rapid flight down the precipi- 
tous mountain side, still uttering the same piercing cry, and 
followed closely by his pursuer. This chase lasted a few 
minutes. In spite of Martin's intimate knowledge of the 
ground his pursuer was gaining on him rapidly ; only a short 
distance separated the two. But a loud halloo ! from the 
neighbouring heights stopped him in his course. The boy's 
agonizing cry had been heard, and people were approaching 
rapidly — shepherds, men aricf boy's, who, like himself, had 
been out all night on the hills. Martin's piercing yells were 
drawing near, and he must flee with all possible speed under 
pain of being taken. Tlife priest and his little adopted son 
were saved, tfhat was the first hour of Professor Halden's 
life. 
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IX. 

The first yellow glimmer of dawn shone faintly into the 
wide, empty-looking room, lighting up the bed whereon the 
Italian was dying. His eyes shone with an unholy light in 
their sockets as he ended his tale. He held himself in an 
upright position by grasping the back of a chair, a blood- 
tinged foam had gathered round Jiis lips, and his breath came 
in short, painful gasps. 

"You are no Halden, my fine Professor, but my son. I 
am Count Marinelli," he gasped out, looking steadfastly at 
the side of his couch, where the form of the man he addressed 
was leaning up against the. wall as though in need of a sup- 
port. Some time previously, in the midst of the terrible 
avowal, he had arisen, and remained ever since leaning against 
the white-washed wall. The dying man made a pause as if 
to observe the effect of his declaration ; but no remark, no 
answer came, and his eyes, glazing in death, no longer dis- 
tinguish the features of his son. 

A violent paroxysm threw the old man back on his bed. 
The end was approaching rapidly. 

" Give me some more of that medicine, yonder ; it length- 
ens one's life ; and I have yet to tell you why we, Marinellis, 
hate the Nordenflychts. You must complete my revenge ; 
one scion of that hateful race yet lives, and he must die t 
I " 

" Stop I — for God's sake, stop ! I know enough !" 

Felix's voice sounded hoarse and wearied. For the first 
time during all that dreadful night he showed some sign of 
emotion. He stepped to the bedside, but with faltering, uncer- 
tain steps, his hand seeking a support, as it would seem, from 
the walL His voice was hoarse ; all its accustomed vibra- 
tions had gone ; but it was calm — deadly calm. 

" No, you do not know alL So far in your life you have 
heacd only of the curse and inevitable consequences of crime* 
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I am not so guilty as they say. I have I am " 



A fit of suffocation arrested his words; his face changed 
terribly, 

" You are going soon to stand before the judgment-seat 
of God. Forget your revenge, and beg forgiveness for your 
sins. ' Vengeance is Mine/ says God. He is a stern Judge, 
but He is merciful, and will show mercy to you if you 
repent." 

"God is — God is reason," murmured the dying man. 

" No. God is a Being who punishes evil and rewards 
good. Pray — say a prayer," urged Felix, still with that 
monotonous weary voice, incapable of raising itself. 

" I know no prayer," faintly said the Count, with a fear- 
ful groan. 

"I will pray aloud; do you follow me." Professor 
Halden knelt on the rough deal floor. 

"No, I won't pray! I am no woman, but a man — a 
Marinelli— who knows how to die !" The old beggar fixed 
his rolling eyes threateningly on the pale man kneeling 
beside him — life seemed to have returned once more. " That 
curate, that priest — he has done badly, else you would be a 
true Marinelli, who does not begin to howl out his prayers 

the moment death appears. You bear my name be a 

man could not find you after it was too late 

Marinelli, do you hear, young Nordenflycht " 

" Unhappy man J" cried Felix, forgetting everthing, 
" can even the approach of death not induce you to give up 
these ideas P Uncle John," he murmured in low, wailing 
tones. " Uncle John, why have I not your love and your 
patience !" 

A strange expression passed into the fading eyes of the 
old Count, like the dawning of a new hope. 

" Would he forgive me P" he whispered in a . scarcely 
audible voice, 

" God? Yes, whoever asks Him " 
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"Not God — the priest!" The voice sounded almost im- 
patient 

" Uncle John !'' A faint gleam passed over the deathly 
face of the Professor. " Oh, he has long, long ago f orgiven, 
and prays daily for you and your conversion ; and truly for 
whomsoever Uncle John may pray, his prayer will surely be 
heard." A firm conviction lay in these words. Deep silence 
reigned in the room, the cock crowed for the second time to 
herald the dawn, the pieces of furniture in the room began 
to stand out distinctly. A fearful groan, another desperate 
struggle against death — but once more he opened his eyes, 
" How shall I pray P" he gasped with failing voice. 

" God be merciful to my poor soul !" said Felix, folding 
his hands. 

" God — God be merciful to my poor, poor soul !" These 
words of appeal and regret were the last Count Marinelli 
spoke on earth — another spasm convulsed his limbs, a death- 
rattle sounded for a moment — then all was still in the room, 
nothing save the first sunbeams creeping up the white wall. 

The sun broke forth at last from the heavy clouds, and 
wakened all the little singers up who had slept in the trees 
before the house. With loud burst of jubilant song, they 
flew aloft. 

" Get up, Hinz ;" and the policeman who had yesterday 
taken watch by the prisoner shook his companion lustily. 

" Is it morning, already ?" replied he, stretching himself 
out lazily on his mattress. 

" Is it morning, indeed ! Get up out of that ! What 
a night ! Ill never forget as long as I live V 

" Why ? Is that confounded old Italian gone off the 
hooks?" 

"Yes, he's dead." 

" God be thanked !" prayed Hinz, piously. 

"Yes, God be thanked; but he groaned and moaned, 
and struggled like He spoke a great deal to the 
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strange doctor, who stayed with him all night. . I heard the 
•doctor speaking, too, this morning, and saw him as well. 
It was all so quiet that I got uneasy and made the rounds of 
the house, and there he was standing at the open window, 
right opposite me ; but he never noticed me, so I stole quietly 
away again. Certainly, he must never have seen such a 
death agony before, for he was as white as the wall, and his 
hair was all hanging over his forehead. He soon came out 
of the house, and told me that I might give in my report 
that the old fellow was dead." 

Professor Halden had gone with bowed head and 
slow steps to the entrance of the village. The sun had 
risen magnificently, and the turret roofs of the castle 
sparkled in its beams. Its inmates were probably assem- 
bled round the breakfast-table by this time. Halden 
looked up, and shrank back, at the aspect of the castle 
and village houses. He turned quickly round and strode at 
& rapid pace into the high green meadows. He went on 
further and further, his pace gradually increasing, until at 
length it became almost a run. Whilst he thus took flight, 
hour after hour passed, yet he still kept on with unabated 
speed through wood and field. The sun rose to its mid-day 
height, and beat fiercely on the lonely wanderer, down whose 
face the great drops of perspiration were rolling. The green 
meadows were calm and peaceful; no cloud appeared on the 
deep blue sky. 

The sun's rays were burning. Halden made a movement 
with his hand to his head — it was uncovered. His hat lay 
forgotten in the farm-house beside the corpse of Count 
Marinelli. Did he feel the searching rays P He remained 
standing for one or two minutes, and [passed his hand over 
his forehead as if to drive away some bad dream ; his eyes 
looked out, indifferently, expressionless, over the neighbour- 
hood, but his mind seemed iar away. In the far distance a 
mighty f orest showed like a dark line against the horizon, all 
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else around was meadow-land stretching as far as the eye 
could reach. Again he hastened forward, but not now with- 
out aim or end ; he had a definite object in view — to reach the 
forest. Several hours passed before he came to its outskirts, 
and the evening shadows were already creeping up when he 
lay down exhausted on the ground beneath its trees. Fifteen 
hours he had wandered about. Fifteen hours on foot without 
a break, and now his limbs refused to bear him any longer, 
and yet he could not rest. 

Presently he sprang up again, and going over to a medium 
height fir-tree, clasped it with both arms as though he would 
tear it, roots and all, out of the mossy ground. But the tree 
did not even sway beneath the powerless efforts of this for- 
merly vigorous arm. What was passing in that man's heart 
— who could know ? 

Voices neared the spot where Halden stood near the fir- 
tree ; they were the first that had reached his ears for many 
hours, and now he plunged deeper into the forest to avoid 
them. The further he went, the slower his steps became. 
Where were his thoughts that he did not see the sun slowly 
sinking, and the deep night shadows falling over the land ? 

He still kept on ; but no longer with strong, elastic, self- 
unconscious step of youth, but with slow, weary footfalls, he 
dragged himself on. Quiet, peaceful night lay over tree and 
shrub ; in the east glimmered a faint, pale light, the first 
glow of the early dawn. A deer stepped from the high 
underwood on to a solitary forest path ; it stood for a moment, 
pricking its sharp ear back to the dark shadows, then with 
one mighty bound, it was off and away. 

Perhaps its instinct warned it of the neighbourhood of 
the tall man, who later on stepped out into the clearing ; he 
stumbled as he pursued his way down the forsaken path, but 
still bore his head high, as though it were decked by a 
fragile crown which he must preserve from injury. No 
sound, no sign, escaped the lonely night pilgrim ; his pale, 
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handsome countenance was as moveless as though carved in 
marble, only a faint glow was reflected on it; was it the 
light of the young dawn P His clothes were heavily soaked 
with the night-dew, and his hair, stiff and damp with per- 
spiration, lay disordered on his forehead. He seemed to 
proceed with wearisome effort ; he stumbled — but catching 
at a down-hanging-branch, broke his fall ; he sank heavily 
to the ground. No sigh relieved the heart of the silent 
sufferer ; such expression would have seemed to him too 
much solace; he only buried his face deep in the moss, 
glittering with myriad dew-drops. The sunrise threw its 
rosy light on the prostrate figure ; the first sunbeams played 
caressingly on the dark, curly hair. Once more the white 
worn face lifted itself up and looked out on the golden sun- 
light ; how could those dark, fevered eyes bear the glow and 
brilliancy which they gazed on so fixedly P Felix got up, 
and leant, staggering, against a tree- trunk, covering his eyes 
with both hands. 

But, hark ! what was that P A human voice — a cry for 
help ! Was it imagination, merely the effects of his OTer- 
strained nerves P A low, painful moaning reached his ear ; 
he raised his weary head and listened — again the muffled cry 
of pain quivered in the fresh morning air ; it sounded quite 
close. Halden made a few steps in the direction whence it 
proceeded, and saw a man lying stretched on the ground 
The figure was covered with blood, and lay somewhat awaj 
from the path under a large bush. He was groaning piteously ; 
a revolver lay beside him, and from a wound in his chest 
ebbed out, continuously, a stream of warm, red blood. 

Going over to kneel down by the* wounded man, the Pro- 
fessor staggered back as though he had received a violent 
blow. For a moment earth and sky seemed to reel round him 
and his fast-beating heart felt as though it must burst in 
twain ; but only for a moment, then he was himself again, 
only his face had assumed an ashen hue, and the last spark 
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was extinguished in his wondrous eyes. The man who lay- 
before him with the deadly wound in his chest, was Gisbert 
yon Nordenflycht. 

The practised hand of the renowned doctor probed the 
wound as gently as might be, yet with as much earnestness 
as though his soul's salvation depended on success. When 
at last he had found and extracted the bullet, which had 
gone near the heart, he wrapped it up carefully, as one would; 
some precious object, and put it away in the case of surgical, 
instruments which he still had in his pocket since he had 
attended to Count Marinelli. During this operation, Baron 
Nordenflycht remained unconscious, but now opened his 
eyes. " Halden I" he murmured, with weak but angry voice, 
"Always Halden ! I hate you intensely— away, go away !" 

No change took place m the doctor's features ; he remained 
the same after the insulting words as before ; his hands, busied 
in making a temporary bandage to stop the fatal flow of 
blood, did not even tremble in their work. 

"Do not stir, I beg of you; keep quiet," he said, as 
Nordenflycht strove to rise. They were the first words he 
had spoken for many, many hours. Was it really his own 
voice P The words came from his lips, but in so hollow, 
mechanical a tone, that it would make one's heart bleed to 
hear. The weakness overcame Nordenflycht ; his eyes closecV 
and he struggled against the deadly f aintness. Meanwhile, 
Halden had torn part of his fine cambric shirt into a sort of 
bandage, which he wound round the young officer's chest, 
and made fast; as this piece of work was finished, the 
wounded man opened his eyes. 

" I cannot bear the sight of you ; do you hear, Halden P 
Go away, away — I hate you !" A groan accompanied these 
words, and his teeth chattered; the fever of the wound 
was coming on. " Go away !" he said, with a violent effort, 
" must you always be in my way, so that I oannot even be^ 
alone to die ! 

(To be continued.) 
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FRANCISCAN MISSIONS IN SYRIA, PALESTINE 
AND EGYPT. 



To thb Editor ob thb " Tertiary." 

Dear Father, 

In Port Said, at the Mediterranean mouth of the Suez 
Canal, the Latin Catholic population number about 3,000, 
and the parish is in our hands. Within the past few years, 
the Fathers have been enabled to build a beautiful church. 
There is also a Maronite congregation in the town, to the 
spiritual wants of which a few Maronite clergy administer. 

In Suez, likewise, the Fathers have charge of the Catholic 
population, which there reaches 1,500. In Ismailia, there is 
also a church and convent. In other small missions and 
stations, such as Ramleh, near Alexandria, Damietta, Man- 
surah, Damanhur, etc., the Catholic population varies between 
100 and 200 ; and in all of these places there is generally a 
small church and convent for one Father and a serving- 
Brother. 

I think, dear Father, that our Tertiaries will have a fair 
idea of the large field the children of St. Francis occupy in 
their Missionary labours in these parts of the Turkish 
Empire, from the above lines. It would, however, be impos- 
sible to enter into details concerning school management, etc. 

I find that the entire Catholic (Latin) population to 
whose spiritual wants we administer, is estimated at 80,000, 
and the number of our Fathers in the " Custody" reaches 170 ; 
the Brothers number about 220. Including those preparing for 
the priesthood, there are, in all, about 441. All, however, of 
*our Fathers are not engaged in parochial duties, for many 
have to devote themselves exclusively to the schools under 
'Our charge, etc. Even of the Fathers devoted to parochial 
duty, the requirements of the country demand that in all tl© 
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large towns, especially those along the sea-coast, there be a 
Father to administer to the wants of the different nationalities 
there. Thus, in Alexandria, for instance, there is a Father 
who acts as curate for the French-speaking part of the 
Catholic population, another for the Arab, another for the 
Maltese, etc., etc. Thus the Fathers must know other 
languages besides Arabic, owing to the constant inflow of 
Catholics from other countries. The same, too, in Jerusalem. 
The same, too, in other parts of the country. In general, 
however, the language of Syria, Palestine, and Egypt is 
Arabic. In Armenia, it is Turkish and Armenian ; in Cyprus, 
Greek ; and our young Fathers, as soon as they have been 
ordained in Jerusalem, are sent off to the different parts of 
the country in order to perfect themselves in the language 
required for the place they are to be sent to as curates. 

Now, too, since the Moslem Government has, in a great 
measure, given almost unrestricted liberty to Christians, 
every year sees large numbers of Schismatics entering the 
True Fold. Sometimes an entire village will appeal to our 
Fathers to come amongst them, and receive them into the 
Church. Of the Moslem population, whether Turk or Arab, 
few are ever converted to Christianity. In the cases that do 
occur, it is always necessary to send away the neophyte, 
otherwise the fanaticism of his own friends might lead to 
bloodshed. To be sure, the Government allows such liberty, 
but against fanaticism the Government is powerless. 

Now, in all the places I have mentioned, with the exception 
of Jerusalem, Alexandria, Aleppo, and a few others, the 
resident Fathers are but two or three in number ; and in 
most cases, in addition to their parochial duties, must take 
charge of teaching in the boys' schools, in many of which 
not alone our Catholics attend, but also heretical Greeks, 
and even Moslems. This undoubtedly softens down a good 
deal of the fanaticism that would otherwise exist, and leads, 
amongst the heretics, to many conversions. 
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There are Catholic communities in other parts of the 
country, but as they do not follow the Latin Liturgy, they 
do not pertain to us, but are governed by their own clergy. 
Thus, I find, there is a Catholic population in Baalbec, in 
Horns, in Hamah, etc., nearly all of whom are " United " or 
Catholic Greeks. The Jesuits have a few Missionary stations 
where there are no Latins, but their object is to win over 
from schism those of the sects not in union with Borne. 
Such, then, is the Missionary field now in our hands. In 
another letter I shall try to give our Irish Tertiaries a brief 
sketch of the coming of the children of Saint Francis, led 
by the Holy Patriarch himself, into these countries, where 
they have so faithfully remained ever since, midst the storms 
of many a fierce persecution — in days when the name of the 
Turk and the Moslem was one to make Europe tremble. 
They have stood there guarding the holiest spots in all 
Christendom, from Nazareth to Bethlehem, everywhere en- 
deavouring to keep alive the faith of the few whom they 
had charge of ; everywhere shielding with their blood shrines 
which the presence of a God-man has for ever hallowed. 
These days of storm have now passed away, and at last the 
hour of sunshine has more or less dawned. During the 
past fifty years other religious bodies have come to renew 
the strength and vigour of the Catholic Church in these 
countries. Troubles, however, are not as yet a thing of the 
past. There are still dangers to beHieared, but we can only 
hope for the best ; that as our Holy Father has shielded us 
for so many centuries, and has enabled his children to guard 
from profane hands the hallowed shrines of Christendom, 
so may he help us in the future. Of those troubles it is 
needless to refer to now. 

Ever, dear Father, yours sincerely, 

J. L. LYNCH, O.S.F., 

Aleppo. 
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NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



By decree of the Most Rev. Father-Geneml, Luigi 4a 
Parma, the ancient 'Franciscan Province of Portugal has been 
restored all its rights and privileges.— J57 JEco lYoHcUcaw. 



The January number of Le Missioni Frat\ciscane has at 
frontispiece the portrait of Senor Joaquin Garcia Jcazbafcetp* 
Fathers Marcellino de Givezza and Teofilo Domenichelli, 
in the same issue, speak most warmly of the learning, judg- 
ment and indefatigable industry which have won Senor 
Jcazbalceta recognition as an authority upon the history of 
South America, and [especially of Mexico. He gives jipt 
and merited praise to the Franciscans, as being the pioneers 
of Christian civilization in that country. The following is a 
list of his works : — A collection of documents bearing on the 
History of Mexico, 1858. — The Ecclesiastical History of 
Fray Geronimo de Mendieta, O.S.F., written about the end 
of the sixteenth century, and first published by Joaquin 
Garcia Jcazbalceta, 1870. — Don Fray Juan de Zammaraga, 
O.S.F., first Bishop and Archbishop of Mexico. A biographi- 
cal and bibliographical essay, 1881. — A New Collection of 
Documents, &c, 1886-9. — The Bibliography of Mexico in 
the Sixteenth Century, 1886.— The Maya Tongue. By Fray 
Gabriel de San Bonaventura, O.S.F., 1888. — A Catechism 
in Mexican and Spanish. By Fray Alonso de Molina, 

O.S.F., 1888. 

* * * * 

On the Feast of St. John the Evangelist, the monument 
erected by the present Pontiff to his illustrious predecessor, 
Innocent III., was solemnly inaugurated. 
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The ceremony was of special interest to the Order of St. 
Francis, for it was with the approval of this great Pope that 
it began its career. 

Innocent III. died at Perugia when about to begin a fresh 
crusade to the Holy Land, and his remains had lain ever since 
in tbeiathedral there. Wishing to do honour to his memory, 
Leo XIII. conceived the. design of bringing his ashes to 
Borne and enshrining them in a fitting monument. The 
church chosen was St. John Lateran's, and no better choice 
could be mada 

It was in this church that Innocent held the General 
Council of 1213, and in it also he received and encouraged 
in their undertakings the great patriarchs, Dominic and 
Francis. 

The simple inscription runs : " Leo XIII. to Innocent 
III." The great Pope is represented in a reclining posture, 
full of peace and calmness. Above there is a magnificent 
bas-relief of the Saviour seated on a throne, having St. 
Franois on his right, and St. Dominic on his left. On one 
side of the bronze door is a statue symbolic of Christian know- 
ledge, on the other one symbolic of the crusades. The 
absolution at the tomb was given by Cardinal La Yaletta. 



A Meeting op the Consultors op the Congregation 
op Bites, was held on the 29th December, to inquire into 
the authenticity of the miracles brought forward in the 
cause of beatification of the Yen. Father Diego de Cadiz, a 
Spanish Capuchin. Another Franciscan cause of beatification 
which has advanced a step is that of the Yen. John Baptist 
de Bourgoyne of the Observance. 

* * * * 

The continuation of the article on Kill-O'Donnell is un- 
avoidably held over. 
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INDULGENCES OF THE MONTH OF MARCH. 



Plenary.— 1. Every day, the numerous plenary and partial Indul- 
gences of the Stations of the Cross. 

2. Once in the month, numerous plenary and partial Indul- 

gences for saying the six Our Fathers, Hail Marys^&c. 

3. On the day of the monthly meeting, a plenary Indulgence 

for the members who have confessed, received, visited the 
Church, and prayed for the Pope. 

4. One other day each month, on same conditions. 

On the 6th, 6th and 9th, Feasts respectively of St. John Joseph 
of the Cross, of St. Colette, and of St Catharine of 
Bologna, on same conditions. 
Partial. — 1. Ash Wednesday (2nd), 15 years and 15 quarant. 

2. Every day in Lent, 10 years and 10 quarant. 

3. Fourth Sunday of Lent (27th), 15 years and 15 quarant. 

4. A Number of works of piety mentioned in the Bule, 300 

days. 



INTENTIONS. 



You are requested to offer your Holy Communions, prayers, 
and other good works during the month, for the following 
intentions : 

The cure of a disease— A number of conversions— Belief from 
nervousness — Becovery of health — Means to overcome pecuniary 
difficulties — Thanksgiving for favours received — The conversion of 
several persons to the Faith— The grace of a happy death — The grace 
of obedience, of meekness, of patience, of charity, of a lively faith, of 
humility, of resignation, of constancy in time of temptation, of 
parity of intention, of perseverance, and that of knowing the will 
of God — Belief of the souls in Purgatory — "Welfare of those at sea- 
Grace for many to receive the Sacraments worthily — Diffusion of 
the Third Order, of devotion to the Holy Face, and many other 
spiritual and temporal favours. 
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THE 
FRANCISCAN TERTIARY. 



EASTER SYMBOLS OP THE CHURCH. 



From her very commencement, the Catholic Church has far 
surpassed all other forms of worship in the majesty and mag- 
nificence of her services, the beauty of her ecclesiastical music, 
and the variety, marvellous richness, and .deeply significant 
character of her symbols. This is especially true of the 
symbols of the Resurrection, and the oldest of them are the 
most interesting. 

It may prove useful to cast a glance at the Spring symbols 
used before the Christian era. It will] put us in a position 
better to judge of the immea- 
surable inferiority of the so- 
called emblematic cultus of all 
forms of unbelief and supersti- 
tion, ancient and modern, to 
the glorious symbolism of the 
Church. 

The Greeks, Egyptians, and 
inhabitants of Asia Minor, used 
the early blooming almond- tree 
as a symbol of returning Spring, 
and the Jews seem to have had a 
similar idea; as, for example, 
Aaron's blossoming rod. Accord- 
ing to one myth, the almond- tree 

" ALMOND. 
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sprang from the blood of the son-god, Adonis, or Agdestis, 
when he was slain. Another version declares it to be the 
pomegranate. 

In Asia Minor, symbolism was 
carried so far as to confuse the 
symbol with the god himself ; as, for 
instance, in the neighbourhood of 
Damascus, where Rimmon meant not < 
merely the pomegranate, but also the 
youthful god of Spring, Adonis, 
"who dies to rise again." In Byblos, 
at the festival of Adonis — that is,, 
the Spring festival days kept after 
the mourning for the slain god, the 
women used to bring a picture of 
his head in triumph through the 
streets. This picture, according to 
the belief of the people, had been pomegranate, 

carried by the waves to shore in a basket of bulrush leaves* 
Probably, it was to this custom the Prophet lsaias refers, 
when he exclaims: " Wo to the land .... which sendeth 
ambassadors by the sea, and in vessels of bulrushes upon the 
waters." According to the Egyptian myth, the mortal re- 
mains of the god Osiris were floated to the foot of a tamarisk 
on the shore. The tree opened out and enclosed the remains 
within it, whereupon it suddenly attained such height and 
luxuriance of foliage, that it surpassed all other trees in 
beauty. Again, a symbol of nature, dying, then springing 
anew to life. Another tale of Egyptian mythology tells how 
that two drops of the blood of the god Batu, metamorphosed 
into an ox, sprang up into two mighty perseas, that is, arbor 
vitce (tree of life). Besides those specially chosen symbols, 
many others might be brought to the notice of our readers, 
especially the blossoms of thd many plants dear to the ancients 
•as symbols of Spring. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Batter Symbols of the Church. 739 1 

However poetical in conception all these myths maybe, thejr 
are merely emblems of the earthly, material side of life. As* 
such, they helped to confirm the heathen view of tbe universe,- 
and of human existence, which taught that the end and aim 
of man's being was self- worship and self-seeking, with all 
the consequent results of cruelty and abasement. When,. 
therefore, our modern enthusiasts mourn over the fact that 
Christianity has destroyed the organic progress and harmo- 
nious development of the nature-worship of antiquity, their 
sorrow proceeds from an utter ignorance of all historical, 
philosophical, and religious truth. The idea alone is eternal 
all the rest falls into decay, despite its charms. At the period 
of the first beginnings of the Church, paganism, classic, as- 
well as barbaric, had reached the extreme limits of error, and 
in more or less refined or coarse a fashion had set up the- 
creature for worship instead of the Creator. 

The symbols of the Christian Church have a very differ- 
ent, infinitely more exalted origin, as well as a peculiar 
character of their own, which they owe to the necessity 
Christians lay under of concealing the mysteries of religion 
from their persecutors. 

One of the most striking sym- 
bols of the Besurrection is the 
phoenix, or palm-bird. The myth 
concerning this bird was known to 
the most remote antiquity, and is 
found amongst the Egyptian 
hieroglyphics, where we find a 
bird named bennu, which has the 
same signification as phoenix ; it phcenix. 

represented the letter B. The phoenix was the mythical 
symbol of an astronomical period of time. It was the sum- 
mer-bird who brought its father's body from Arabia to 
Heliopolis, the city of the sun, and there burned it in the 
temple of the sun-god, in a nest formed of myrtle boughs- 
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According to some authorities, it appeared every 500 years ; 
others maintained only every 1461. Another fable has it, 
that the phoenix built itself a nest of aromatic wood, after the 
lapse of every fifty decades, to which it set fire, then arose 
from the ashes with renewed youth, and soared to the sun. 
This latter fable it was, in all likelihood, which made the 
early Christians adopt the bird as a symbol. As Christ died 
of His own free will, and rose again in majesty on the third 
day, so the phoenix destroyed itself in order to rise by its 
own death, to a renewed, fairer, and nobler life. As such an 
emblem of resurrection, we find the phoenix on many grave- 
stones of the periods both before and after Constantine. The 
palm is frequently united with the phoenix, from which it 
derives its name. Other representations are : a palm branch 
entwined with the monogram of Christ, or carried in the 
hand of the Good Shepherd. We also find the palm in 
conjunction with the mystical figures of the fish, or the lamb 
with the milk vessel, or the shepherd's rod ; but one and all 
have the same fundamental idea — victory over death. The 
palm was used by the ancients as an emblem of victory, and 
was given to the victors in the public games as such. Chris- 
tianity borrowed this symbol, as so many others, from the 
surrounding heathen world ; but in doing so, raised it from its 
purely earthly and human signification to an ideal and super- 
natural one, quite unknown to antiquity. No longer was 
it the triumph in the racecourse or arena, which was indi- 
cated and ennobled, but the victory of soul over body, of life 
-over death. " Death where is thy sting : Grave where is 
thy victory P" 

The circus offered many pictures and comparisons to the 
Christians ; and here we may well exclaim : " To the pure, 
all things are pure." Those places of horror, the arena and 
the circus, with blood-reeking ground, and walls echoing the 
groans and death sighs of the victims, were the sources whence 
many beautiful symbols were derived. St. Paul makes use 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Easter Symbols qf tJie Church. 741 

of such a one when he says : "' I have fought the good fight ; 
I have finished my course ; I have kept the faith. For the 
rest there is laid up for me a crown of justice/ 1 

In the Roman catacombs, the picture of a gladiator stand- 
ing between two palm branches frequently occurs. He who 
had fallen to sleep happily in Christ, or who for his Master's 
sake, had undergone a cruel martyrdom, is here represented 
as the victorious gladiator, to whom of right belongs the 
palm. But the great difference lies in so much as he, in- 
stead of slaughtering others, has shed his own blood in 
imitation of his Saviour ; and, instead of the applause of a 
bloodthirsty, furious crowd, the prayers and aspirations of 
the faithful greet him in the hour of his victorious death. 

A lighthouse and palm are used as Easter symbols by the 
Church, to indicate that the Resurrection is like a beaming 
light in earth's dark night. 

We have a reminiscence of the circus in the horse bear- 
ing a palm branch on its head ; or, in other representations, 
surrounded by palms, the goal being the monogram of Christ 
which floats before it. 

The same meaning of victory and resurrection are to be 
attached to the pictures of Christ and the apostles SS. Peter 
and Paul standing between palm branches, which are fre- 
quently to be met with in the catacombs. 

Occasionally, the olive is used as sign of victory, instead 
of the palm, although it is more a symbol of peace, and its 
fulness of blessing. 

The laurel, which gaily and hopefully keeps on its green 
vesture, whilst the earth lies beneath the deadly grip of 
Winter, Was a very favourite symbol of the Resurrection in 
•the Church, in olden days. 
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From a heathen source came the 
dolphin, which was fabulously stated 
to have borne the souls of the dead to the 
Isles of the Blest. In a glass vase, made 
by Christian hands, the dolphins appear; 
on either side of an anchor, the symbol 
of hope, with the inscription, IX0Y2, viz., 
fish. The whole signifies : " Christ is 
my hope for attaining happily to 

Paradise. anchor - * fishes 

As tothelXOYS (ichthys), or fish, it is, properly speaking, 
a symbol of the Eucharist, and of the Passion, as well as the 
Lamb of a later period. Since, however, the Resurrection 
of our Lord is wisely and inseparably connected with His 
Passion, both those symbols belong, at least in part, to those 
of Easter. 

The fish is a symbol of Christ, in His state of sacrifice, 
and has its origin in the Greek words, which mean " Jesus 
Christ, Son of God, Saviour." By taking the first letter of 
the five Greek words, we get IX0Y2, which means fish. 

The inscription on the grave of Bishop Aberius of Hiera- 
polis, in Phry gia, is a play of words on the mystic fish, other- 
wise the Redeemer. According to the reading of Kraus, it 
runs thus : " Everywhere I had my companions in the service 
of God (in my travels through Syria and to Rome). Faith 
brought forth and offered unto each one a fish, a fish from 
the same fount, the mighty unspotted fish, which the stain- 
less Virgin seized and gave entirely to her friends for their 
food, and the same did give them good mingled wine and 
bread . • • Everyone of the same faith with me, will, when 
he reads this, pray for me." 

This inscription dates from the second century. 

The extreme care which the Christians took to conceal 
the dogmas of the faith under emblems is easily accounted 
for by the trying periods of persecution the nascent Church 
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bad so long to undergo. In the beginning of the fourth 
•century, the lamb was frequently substituted for the fish. 
The most ancientpictures 
of the lamb are usually 
accompanied by the sym- 
bolical milk vessel, and 
are nearly always em- 
blematic of the Blessed 

Eucharist. TheEuchar- lamb & milk vessel. 

istic Blood was named the milk of the lamb, the blessed, the 
dear-bought milk, since the second century. It is also desig- 
nated as the sweet whey which the Good Shepherd gives us to 
drink. 

The peacock owes the fact of being adopted by the Church 
as a symbol of the Resurrection to the old fable, that its flesh 
was incorruptible. Some maintain that the reason lies in 
birds moulting every Spring. Neither the Holy Scriptures nor 
the Fathers of the Church give us any explanation on the 
point. In the latter case, the picture of the peacock would 
be intended to direct our thoughts to the everlasting heavenly 
Springtide ; which would seem to be oonfirmed by a pictorial 
representation, in the catacomb of St. Callistus, in which the 

peacock and the four 
seasons of the year are 
still discernible. 

Another painting, in 
the catacomb of St. 
Januarius, at Naples, re- 
presents a peacock sur- 
I rounded by flowers and 
wreaths, striking awheel. 
A remarkable allusion is 
made to the Resurrection 
by a painting in the 

peacock, cha P el of St# 0ceanu8 > "* 
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the cataoomb of St. Callistus, in Homey where four peacocks, 
with branches in their claws, are flying over a garden hedge. 

The symbol of Easter, now so gladly and heartily wel- 
comed by our children, is the egg. It is not at all difficult 
to trace it back to antiquity. Eggshells have often been 
found in the catacombs; for the egg is, so to speak, an 
embodied likeness of the Eesurrection; as the bird steps forth 
to freedom from its narrow prison shell, so Christ arose from 
the gloom of the grave to heavenly glory ; and so will the 
faithful Christian break the bonds of death, 

In the Greek Church, grown-up p ersons offer eggs to 
each other, saying : " The Lord is arisen ;" to which answer 
is made : " He is risen, indeed I 9 ' 



ST. FRANCIS OF ASSISI. 



(Continued from page 717 .) 

He wrote a rule, the simplest in the world, and it was all in 
defence of absolute poverty. Wishing to submit it to the 
Pope, he started for Borne, with his eleven disciples, and he was 
surprised at the ease with which everything seemed to fit in 
with his pla^s. They chanced to meet the Bishop of Assisi 
in Borne ; he was a friend of theirs, and he gained for them 
an audience of the Pope, at which St. Francis made known 
his rule, with his usual freedom and earnestness. It was 
Innocent III. was Pope, and he answered St. Francis that he 
should consider the matter, and consult his cardinals. 
Innocent III. was too clever a man not to see at once of 
what great advantage a Mendicant Order would be at such a 
time. It would give back to the people the Church of 
Poverty ; the early Church so loudly spoken of by men like 
Arnold of Brescia, heretics of all classes and the common people. 
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It would undoubtedly be an enormous help if the young 
Order came to the Church in a spirit of obedience, which 
would enable the Church to make use of it without any fear 
of its revolt. Borne gathered information, and learned that 
Portiuncula was subject to her, in heart and soul, that there the 
•clergy without exception wereshielded and hedged around with 
deepest veneration, which closed the door against rash judg- 
ment in every shape. The Pope grasped eagerly the instrument 
which was offered to him. A cardinal was intrusted with the 
work of organizing the recruits of the new regiment in the 
army of the Church, and they set out on the homeward journey 
to Assisi with shaven heads, friars in the eyes of the world, 
beggars for all time, and with a firm belief in their hearts 
that the future' was in their hands ; their master had known 
this by revelation beforehand. Their confidence and their 
joy spead itself to the new brethren who gathered to them, 
drawn by the fame of the great crusade which their founder 
preached, and the little Convent of Portiuncula had an age 
of gold before it came to know the worry of success. The 
•story of Portiuncula is one of the most delightful pages in 
the history of the human race. 

Poverty had kept faithfully the promises given in her 
name. She had brought with her the pleasantness of safety 
and want of care. Having nothing, she was not afraid of 
losing anything. There was more anxiety now for that which 
men were, than for what they had. It was such a strange 
halt, such a striking lull, after all the burtle and worry 
which life in the world had meant previous to that time, that 
souls grew bright and happy in the change. They basked 
with ecstasy in that marvellous peace which came from close 
communion with their God. In Portiuncula they saw only 
bright faces, and listened only to cheerful voices. There all 
were gentle and loving towards one another. Backbiting 
-and jealousy were unknown there. In the midst of priva- 
tions, that seemed beyond endurance, they thanked God 
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earnestly, because they had been chosen to give the example* 
of perfect happiness. 

They were blessed with an unrivalled director. St. 
Francis spent his time in watching for them, and in fore- 
casting their thoughts. He knew before they did that they 
were going to have a repugnance, or a regret, and with a 
word he sent the trouble speeding fast away ; or it might 
be, too, that he had some blessed little witchery ready 
which would make a coward feel delighted to walk into 
a den of lions. There was a bewitching power in that 
little, gentle soul of Francis, which has never been seen 
since in the ways of men. One day, in that real thought- 
reading of his, he had read in the eyes of one of his novice* 
that the said novice had a most intense longing for a bunch of* 
grapes ; so off he goes, with the novice, into the vineyard - r 
they seat themselves under a well-laden vine, and St Francis* 
sets an example which his disciple was delighted to follow. 
Another time he heard a friar, in the middle of the night,, 
crying because he was dying of hunger. He gets up at once, 
rouses all the house, and invites them to a supper, at which 
he was the first to sit down. If there was one sick in the 
house, St. Francis himself went off to beg meat and other 
delicacies for him. He was more determined than ever that 
no one would be sad. No one at Fortiuncula would have 
dared to be sad, by reason of the fast or mortification ; they 
would have thought it too great a shame. Some of them* 
thought that they might weep in public over their sins. 
But St. Francis caught one of them at this, and said : — 
" Think of your faults in your cell, weep and bemoan them, 
in the sight of God, if you choose, but in the presence of 
others be cheerful and make no show of any sort." Less, 
than before could St. Francis bear with laziness. A certain 
lazy and greedy friar was, he said, " a mite at begging, a 
giant at eating ;" and he made him this address : — " You are 
like the wasp which does not work and wishes to eat the- 
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honey of the bees. Begone Friar Fly." And Friar Fly 
went away ; for he knew that St. Francis was unbending on 
the question of work. He was equally so where there was 
question of poverty. The house was never bare enough for 
his liking. When they thought, in all conscience, that they 
wanted everything, he found that they could do without one 
thing or other ; that little pot, for example, or that table ; 
and] they had to be got rid of. When the convent was 
•empty to his satisfaction, a poor man knocks at the door, and 
a poor man could not, of course, be sent away empty, so to 
satisfy the demand, he gave away the bit of bread he had 
for himself, or his"cloak, or, if he had nothing else, the sleeve 
of his habit. Another poor man comes by-and-by, and 
the chapel is robbed for him. " God had much rather see 
His altar bare," said Francis, " than one of His children 
naked. Go, brother, and strip the altar of our Lady." The 
brother in charge answered him one day, " There is not a 
mite more. The only thing left in the whole house is a copy 
of the New Testament, which we read at Matins, because we 
have no breviaries." "Well, then, give away the New 
Testament ; that will be more pleasing to God than all our 
reading." 

Some compensation was due to men from whom so 
absolute a renunciation of all things was demanded. St. 
Francis was not niggard in bestowing this compensation, 
■and it was such as only he could give. His conferences were 
lessons in poetry. He made the brethren see nature as she 
should be seen, and he opened their minds to her marvels. 
He kept a portion of the garden for flowers, in order that their 
-eyes might have something fair and beautiful to rest on. 
He showed them the starry night, the fields enshrouded in a 
veil of vapour under the sun rays ; the woods that seemed, in 
that land of theirs, to breathe and change with the changes 
of the day ; the birds in their nests ; the brightness of 
•creation, and the overflowing gladness of the teeming life; and 
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he raised them and all their century above the fear, which, 
had been widespread before, of seeing the devil hidden away 
in the cups of the sweet-smelling flowers, in the nests and 
their guileless love. St. Francis taught his friars to worship 
God in His works, to love nature rather than make it a deity, 
and to wonder at the beauty of its endless, yet regular decay 
and reproduction. The friars had to be careful when cutting 
firewood among the trees, lest they would injure the stock in 
any way, so that they might give it a chance of sprouting 
again. 

One day, when St. Francis made a boy give him a pair of 
doves, which he was carrying to market, he set hinself, in 
all earnestness, to speak to them in this wise : — " Oh, my little 
doves, simple, innocent, and pure, why did you let yourselves 
be caught ? I must now save you from death and make 
nests for you, that you may have little ones, and thus increase 
and multiply according to the command of our Creator/' 
He did make nests for them with his own hands, and the 
doves nestled round about the convent. St. Francis took 
nature back out of the devil's hands and restored it to God. 
Not a little thing to do anywhere about the year 1200. 

The middle ages thought that there was a bottomless abyss 
between man and the brute. St. Francis bridged over that 
abyss ; all creatures were " his brothers" and " his sisters." 
As a matter of course, man was at the head of the brother- 
hood ; but why should he despise his more lowly brethren^, 
those "brothers" of his that had wings or four paws, or 
shells, or wings of gauze P If we and they don't understand 
one another better, the fault is our own. Man has hardened 
the animal world against himself, by his cruelty and his 
neglect. It belonged to man alone to re-establish the rela- 
tions of trust which were set up between him and the other 
creatures by the Creator in the beginning of the world's years. 
This fact struck St. Francis forcibly one day as, happening 
to pass near a field filled with birds, he felt drawn to go in 
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and preach to his sisters, the pigeons. The birds discovered 
a friend in him, and instead of flying away, as they usually 
do at the approach of man, they allowed him to draw so near 
that his habit rubbed against them. They seemed, also, to 
have so much desire of listening to his discourse, that St. 
Francis felt that he was guilty, somehow, in not haying 
thought of the animals previously, and he resolved to speak to- 
them thenceforward as he would to men. One of his disciples, 
tells us that he used to preach to the serpents. Francis was 
too wise, of course, to fancy that a swallow, or a lamb, would 
understand his sermons after our way ; but why should they 
not understand after their own way, as brutes can understand P 
Why would they not feel the sweetness of that gentle voice 
of his, and the caressing tenderness of his manner P The 
animals showed that he was right, at any rate. St. Francis 
never frightened them. They came to him, and let him catch 
them. They followed him. Their familiarity with him, and 
the daring way in which they came and teased him, was an 
endless source of pleasure to Portiuncula, which restored the 
earthly paradise to the world, before it restored Galilee. 

The great source of this superhuman happiness, was a 
sense of pity, which the example of St. Francis raised above 
the usual limit of human strength. His faith was a flood 
which bore souls away with it. He loved God with a brave 
and fearless love, by which the very rudest hearts were 
drawn, in spite of themselves, to do and dare for love of 
God. His prophetic visions poured out over the convent 
torrents of mystic delights. It seemed to his own that they 
had left the world with him, and that already, in the person 
of their master, they were half way on the road to heaven. 
We can understand how easy it would be for us to become 
saints, if we had great-hearted saints like St. Francis to be 
our guides always on the road to heaven. 

Meanwhile, it was not by any means the intention of St. 
Francis that his Order would live in peace and solitude, culti- 
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vating flowers and catching birds. His Order had been raised 
up to be a regiment in active service, whose brown habit would 
be known on every road in Europe, and in pagan lands as well, 
and St Francis gave his Order a name, which distinctly 
declared its mission. He called his religious, " Minors/' a 
name by which little people were called in Italy. This meant, 
clearly, that they belonged to the people, and were their soul 
-and their voice. The religious themselves understood this 
when their master, about three years after his return from 
Borne, said to them, as they girt themselves for their journey : 
*" Go forth, in the name of the Lord." They went directly 
to those whose name they had taken, and the people felt 
instantly that these brown-clad men were for themselves. 
The instructions which they received from St. Francis at start- 
ing were : Never to judge or blame anyone, to be as lowly in their 
.respect towards every member of the priesthood, "whether 
•rich or poor, good or wicked, as even to kiss the hoofs of their 
horses ;" never to say a single word against the rich, or 
against their luxury ; to preach everywhere peace and the 
Jove of God and of their neighbour. 

(To be continued.) 



THE CHILD'S ANSWER. 



' Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings, Thou hast perfected praise," 



Stand the groups, serenely thoughtful, 

Upward lifting reverent eyes 
Where the starry flowers of Heaven 

Brightly blossom in the skies — 
And they speak — those earnest gazers,— 

Of the splendours All Divine 
That, beyond the fading star-beams, 

In immortal glory shine. 
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Then a wise and holy Prelate 

Questions thus that awe-struck band : 
" Is there anything in Heaven 

That was made by human hand ?" 
There are grey-haired men and matrons 

In the upward-gazing throng, 
But to solve that wondrous question 

They have vainly pondered long. 

And each heart is strangely burthened 

"With a weight of mystic fears ; 
But a lad whose eyes enshrineth 

"Wisdom far beyond his years 
Enters softly, as the Prelate 

Thus repeated his demand : 
" Tell me ! is there aught in Heaven 

That was made by human hand ?'j 

Then this thrilling answer falleth 

In a timid, childish tone : 
4< In our dear Lord's risen Body, 

Seated on His fadeless Throne, 
Are" — (the lad's sweet voice grows softer, 

And with drooping head he stands) — 
"Are the Jive Wounds of Redemption 

Made by cruel human hands." 

Harriet M. SkidmorbJ (Marie.)* 



THE FRANCISCAN MONASTERY OF 
KILL-O'DONNELL. 



{Continued from page 685.) 

The first property which Sir William Stewart acquired in 
Ireland was at Ramelton, about two miles distant from Fort 
Stewart. " Sir William Stewart, servitor, got a Thousand. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



752 The Franciscan Tertiary. 

acres, arable, with free fishings in Lough Swilly and 300 
acres in demesne — Rent £8, English, a year. To hold for 
•ever from the Castle of Dublin in common soccage."* On 
this portion he built a castle and bawn, and a prison house ; 
and had a large supply of arms, and many armed Scottish 
Planters to 'expel the poor natives from the lands and the 
homes of their fathers. He was an active undertaker, for 
there was not one of the old Celtic race that was not 
banished from his lands, which, though only nominally a 
thousand acres, arable, with 300 acres of demesne, was, in 
reality, at least 15,000 acres ; as in the grants to undertakers, 
no land was taken into account except what was arable. 
Captain Pynnar, in his survey of the lands of the new Plan- 
tation, recommended him to the Lord Deputy Chichester, 
who, in turn, recommended him to James I., who advised 
the Deputy to give Sir William Stewart all the available 
lands in Tyrconnell and Tyrone. Sir William Stewart, as I 
have already observed, purchased the Manor of Brooke from 
Sir Basil Brooke, and thus became owner of the rich monas- 
tery lands of Kill-O'Donnell. What compassion could the 
poor Franciscans of KQl-O'Donnell expect from the new 
master of Brooke Manor, who is worthy to be classed in the 
same category witth Eobespierre and Marat ! This I shall 
presently show. In his new " proportion " of Brooke Manor, 
which extended along the left bank of the Swilly, he built a 
castle and bawn, the ruins of which are standing to the 
present day. Crossing from the right bank to the left bank 
in the ferry-boat, as the skipper pointed out the ruins, the 
blood within my veins tingled to the very extremities of my 
body, and a feeling of instinctive horror pervaded my entire 
system. There stood, on the banks of the Swilly, with all its 
•historic memories, the ruins of the castle of a man who was 
the greatest persecutor of my religion and my race during 

* Patent Rolls, James L 
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the first half of the 17th century. There are to be seen the 
ruins of the castle andbawn, and the munition house and the 
prison and sentinel house. He was created a Baronet of 
Ireland in 1623. We shall now direct our attention to his vast 
estates in Tyrone, in the baronies of Strabane, Omagh and 
Ologher. 

John Chapman, who was a servant of James I., obtained 
from his royal master two " proportions/' named Newtown 
and Lislap. Newtown was a part of the vast estates of the Earl 
of Tyrone, and Lislap included a vast portion of the Abbey 
lands of the Franciscan Fathers of Omagh Convent. Chap- 
man was a humane man, and demised a portion of his lands 
to the " mere Irish," which was against the terms of the 
Plantation, and thus became forfeited to the Crown. These 
lands were taken from Chapman and given to Sir 
"William Stewart. The Celtic race who tilled those lands 
were termed the " Slut Arts." The poor natives received 
no mercy from their new master. They were all banished 
or slain, or forced to seek an asylum in the barren mountains 
of Muntloney . He acquired two " proportions " in the Barony 
of Clogher, and his cruelties in these lands was greater than 
at Newtown, Fort Stewart and Ramelton.* 

On these lands he built a castle and bawn as well as on 
the lands of Newton and Lishap; but he did something 
more, and what was more pleasing to Chichester, the Deputy, 
and Salisbury, the Prime Minister, and James the First. 
, . . . " All the Irish are put from the land."t 

This monster suffered for his cruelties to the Franciscan 
Fathers and the old Celtic race in the Rebellion of 1641. 
Three of his castles were burnt, and he was deprived of the 
rents and profits of his lands, valued at £2,000 a year. 
Besides, 800 sheep, 60 cows and 40 horses, and corn of great 
value, were taken from his lands at Ramelton. Fort Stewart 
Castle was also burnt during the rebellion.} 

* Montgomery MSS. f Pynnar, c*p. 142. X Lodge's Peerage. 
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Rebellion and civil war entail fearful consequences, and 
should not be rashly undertaken ; but if oyer there was a 
period in Irish history in which rebellion was justifiable, it 
was in the memorable rebellion of Sir Phelim O'Neill, in 
1641. What were the causes which led to this rebellion P' 
I answer, the first cause was the Plantation of Ulster, in. 
which the Celtic race were driven from the lands of their 
fathers, by military plunderers and ecclesiastical adventurers,, 
to seek an asylum in the fastnesses of the mountains ; their 
lands and their homes being occupied by Planters imported 
from England, and the scum of Scotland. The second cause- 
was, all the natives were disarmed and the Planters armed. 

The ordinary law of the country was suspended, and if 
any of the poor Celtic race were guilty of any offence, they were 
tried by court-martial and sentenced to be hanged. Tens of 
thousands of Catholics were hanged by courts-martial in 
Ulster, between 1610 and 1641.* 

Besides, at this time, the Puritans of England, Scotland, 
and Ireland, resolved to banish all Catholics and put them, 
to the sword, t 

Sir William Stewart seems to have taken great delight in- 
the destruction of Religious Houses. Mr. Otway, in his 
sketches in Donegal, writes :— " The State ordered, in 1632, 
Sir James Balfour and Sir William Stewart to seize into his- 
Majesty's use the island of Purgatory ; and, accordingly, we 
find that Sir William proceeds to the island, and reports that 
he found an abbot and forty friars, and that there was a daily 
resort of four hundred and fifty pilgrims, who paid eight pence 
each for admittance to the island. Sir William further informs* 
the Privy Council that, in order to hinder the seduced 
people from going any longer to this stronghold of Purgatory, 
and wholly to take away the abuse hereafter, he had directed 
the whole to be defaced and utterly demolished ; therefore^ 
the walls, works, foundations, vaults, &a, he ordered to be 

* Dtsiderata Ouriosa Eibernica, Vol. II, pp. 78, 80, 81. t Ibid. 
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rooted up, also the place called St. Patrick's bed, and the 
stone on which he knelt. These, and all other supertitious 
relics, he ordered to be thrown into the Lough, and he made 
•James M'Grath, the owner of the island, to enter into recog- 
nizance that he should not in future permit the entrance of 
Jesuits, friars, nuns, or any other superstitious Order of 
Popery to enter therein/' The venerable monastery of St. 
Dabheog, was at the time inhabited by Augustinian Friars* 
" They were expelled, the monastery pulled down, and the 
whole penitential establishment * defaced and demolished.' " 
In consequence of this thorough " rooting-up/' by Sir 
William Stewart, the locale of the station was changed to the 
present Station Island, which is smaller and farther removed 
from the shore. 

I shall now give an account of Sir William Stewart's 
burning of Brantry Friary, near Benburb, the night before 
the celebrated battle. This Friary belonged to the Francis- 
cans, and was in the parish of Clonfeacle, Oo. Tyrone. 
(To be continued.) 



THE SERAPHIC FAMILY IN THE 
UNITED STATES. 

By Espkranza. 



(Continued from page 710.) 

About one hundred miles north-west from the city of the 
Holy Sacrament, away off in the mountains, on Clear Lake, is 
the little convent of St. k Turibius, where two Fathers and 
four Brothers administer to the wants of some Indian and 
white settlements. We now take the train again at Sacra- 
mento as far as Oakland, where the ferry-boat lies in waiting 
to transfer us across San Francisco Bay. As the day is un- 
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commonly clear, looking to the west we get a distant view 
through the so-called " Golden Gate " of the grand Pacific 
Ocean. The boat stops, and we find ourselves in the city 
named after our own holy Father Francis by his sons many 
years ago. A description of the event and the first mission 
church, which is still extant and in use by the school-children 
of Dolores parish, must be reserved for another pen. We 
shall probably stir up some child of St. Francis before we 
leave San Francisco. At the foot of Market-street we take 
the cable oar, which lands us, after half-an-hour, almost at 
the door of the Franciscan community, consisting of five 
Fathers and three Brothers. We are heartily welcomed, as 
a bird from the far east is a rare sight here. Next we turn 
up at the diocesan orphan asylum for boys at Pajaro, near 
Watsonville, in charge of two Fathers, four Brothers, and 
some secular teachers. As we approach, " Buenos Dias, 
Padre," a boyish voice greets us. " Buenos Dias, hi jo mio" 
we answer, and we are reminded that this is the country of 
the mellifluous Spanish, something we had almost forgotten. 
Spanish may be heard nearly all over California, Nevada, 
Arizona, New Mexico, and Texas. The fact is, we became 
aware of this other language besides the English before we 
reached Colorado. The Spanish-speaking people are all 
Catholics, too, if anything. Only one more place in the 
United States we must visit. It is the last, but by no means 
the least, of the homes of St. Francis. We must be rocked 
on the great Pacific Ocean to get there, since the undaunted 
iron horse has not as yet been able to penetrate the mountain 
ridge that separates Santa Barbara county from the rest of 
the State. From the ocean we can see, by the aid of our com- 
panion, the field- glass, the ancient monastery of Our Lady of 
Sorrows, as it lies against the mountain, a little beyond the 
city of Santa Barbara. Many memories cluster around this 
sacred spot, which one of its inmates some day will have the 
kindness to give to the readers of the Franciscan Tertiary. 
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The steamer stands at the wharf, and we at once have 
ourselves brought to the convent. The first face to meet us 
is a familiar one. The Guardian recognises us, and almost 
carries us straight to the refectory. We escape though, and 
hurry to a still greater Friend in the chapel, to thank Him 
for His guardianship and protection on this long and wearisome 
journey over the Union in quest of sons of St. Francis. And 
now we are ready to be hugged and dined, and pelted with 
questions. Before giving way to the inquiries shot at us, 
front and rear, and right and left, by four Fathers and seven 
Brothers, we shall first thank the reader for the patience 
exhibited in following us so far, and in conclusion shall sum 
up the result of our trip. 

We found the First Order in the United States, in round 
numbers, consisting of ninety monasteries and religious 
houses, where about three hundred and fifty priests, one 
hundred, and thirty-five clerics, and three hundred and 
twenty lay-brothers, or in all, nearly one thousand men live 
according to the rule of the seraphic Francis of Assist 



FELIX'S VOCATION. 



(Continued from page 730.) 

" Keep quiet, Baron Nordenflycht, I implore of you. You 
must not die, for Helen's sake.", Felix still spoke in the same 
monotonous voice* 

" Helen loves you, not me/' came the wailing complaint 
from Nordenflyoht's lips. " Oh ! what have I done that you 
should take away all that is dearest to me P" Halden put his 
mouth close to the young man's ear, and his voice was inex- 
pressibly gentle, as he said: " Understand me, once and for 
all, Baron Nordenflycht. I do not love Helen, and have 
never proposed to her. She will soon come back to you." 
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The feverish glittering eyes of the wounded man lit up. 
" Halden, Halden !" he stammered, half incredulous. The 
sad, earnest eyes did not shrink under his penetrating glance, 
and they must have brought conviction, for with a glad, soft 
voice, the Baron cried : " Why did I not know it ; unfortu- 
nate fellow that I am, I shot myself !" 

"Quiet," commanded Halden, "no one shall ever 
know of it Only follow my directions, and I shall, please 
God, help you back to a happy life, 'as a compensation for the 
joyless youth made you, by other*" 

" Thanks, a thousand thanks, Halden. My unjust " 

Here consciousness failed him again. Baron Norden- 
flycht only oame out of a long swoon to fall into the deli- 
rium of wound-fever. Professor Halden, well versed in the 
treatment of such cases, looked thoughtfully at the blue 
heavens. Immediate help was necessary to save the Baron, 
and the greatest care needed to arrest the course of the fever ; 
every moment was of greatest importance. Halden looked 
round. Where was he, and where did the path lead to P The 
nearest road to any human habitation was the best. Halden 
pondered yet a moment; then, with a sudden resolve, he lifted 
the heavy body of the wounded man in his arms, and started 
with his burden on the way stretching out before him. Hal- 
den's pace grew slower, more dragging f his steps became 
unsteady, heavy, and weary. At last he reached the out- 
skirts of the wood ; through the branches could be caught a 
glimpse of red- tiled roofs. At that moment everything reeled j 
around him, the high firs seemed to bend down their summits, ' 
threatening to crush him ; a roaring, rushing sound was in his 
ears, the earth heaved and gave way beneath his feet. Felix's 
strength was at an end ; he was oonscious of a keen, agoniz- 
ing pain in his chest, felt a stream of warm blood bubbling 
over his lips, and then sank down. 

Over the smooth country road a carriage was bowling 
rapidly along, drawn by a magnificent pair of greys. In an 
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instant men's faces were bending over the prostrate forms ; 
they were carefully and gently lifted up and laid on the 
downy carriage cushions. " Quick ! To .the castle. What 
will the General say P" whispered the terrified men one to 
another. 

A piercing cry, that filled the air with its tones of an. 
guish, awoke Felix from his deadly swoon. " It is Dr. Hal- 
den, papa, — Felix Halden 1" cried Helen's voice, almost unre- 
cognisable from grief and terror. Two soft, trembling little 
hands strove to raise his head, as through a mist he saw a 
golden-haired head bending low over him. With superhuman 
strength he bent back his head, and looking the young 
Baroness full in the face, whispered faintly, but in a voice of 
intense longing : " To Uncle John ; home to Uncle John I" 



XL 

« Uncle John r 

"What is it, my Felix P" 

"Uncle John, am I really at home with you, in your 
roomF' 

" Yes, Felix, you are at home. See, here is the side window 
where we used to say the "Angelus," and yonder on the wall is 
the picture of our dear Lady which you sent me from Italy/ 

u Yes ; now 1 see everything. What is that heap of 
papers on the table ?" 

" Letters of sympathy and condolence, chiefly from town. 
Everyone is so sorry for your illness, and hopes you will get 
over it safely. By the help of God, you will soon be back 
at your old post again/' In spite of the tone of almost gaiety 
which rang in the old man's voice, there was a touch of dis- 
trustf ulness apparent in his last words. The attendant 
physicians had probably inspired him with some uneasiness 
regarding the final issue of the illness. 

The golden sunlight flooded all the cozy little sitting-room ; 
through the open window the scent of the jessamine pene- 
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trated from the garden. On the white cushions of the bed 
lay Felix Halden, quiet and motionless. The fixed, stony 
look had disappeared from his white face, which had grown 
fearfully emaciated in those few days, and was replaced by a 
look of unutterable peace. 

"Uncle John!" 

" What do you want, my boy P* 

" Why are you sitting so that I cannot see you P I beg 
of you, come nearer. For the short time I have I want to see 
you constantly. Won't you oome P" 

A suppressed sob reached Felix's ear ; a violently trem- 
bling hand passed caressingly oyer his forehead — that fore- 
head whereon death had already set his seal ; but in spite of 
his appeal, the weakly form of the old priest did not leave the 
head of the bed where he was sitting. 

" What are you doing, Uncle John P " 

" Oh, my God ! I do not know myself ! I believe I was 
going to pray." 

" Will you give me the medicine f M 

" Immediately, immediately ! " 

The slow steps of the slender, bowed figure came nearer, 
but his trembling hand spilt the costly mixture on the silken 
counterpane. An ill-dissembled grief had drawn the gentle 
features. 

" Have you had news from the Nordenflychts P Is Gisbert 
out of danger ?" 

" Thank God, he is fairly on the road to recovery. Every 
day he inquires after you and sends some greeting. It was 
through Nordenflycht I first heard howyou sacrificed your- 
self for Baron Gisbert. Oh„ Felix " 

" Do not say any more about it, Uncle John. I only did 
my duty." 

"No, you did far more." 

"Not more than my duty, for I had to clear the heavy 
reckoning between the Nordenflychts and the Marinellis." 
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" Felix P* cried the old priest, in painful surprise, " you 
know, then. 9 * 

" I know all. Count Marinelli told me the terrible secret 
at the hour of his death." 

" My poor boy, my poor Felix !" 

" I owed my life to the Baron ; unfortunately, I had but 
one to put in the scale." 

" Do not excite yourself. Pray do not, so that if — I mean 
when — that you may soon recover." 

The dafrk eyes of the Professor fixed themselves with an 
indescribable expression on the mild, patient face of his uncle ; 
for a moment he hesitated, then pushing aside the light 
covering, and pointing to his sunken chest, he said, in a low, 
but firm voice : " As a doctor, I cannot deceive myself — it 
cannot be otherwise. Uncle, my dear Uncle John, you will 
not make the parting hard for me, will you P For see, after 
Count Marinelli's avowal (his lips refused to frame the word, 
father), life would have been too hard to bear. Forgive, 
forgive me, if I make you suffer P" 

The parish priest folded his thin white hands together 
resignedly and pressed them tightly to his breast. 

" Oh, God ! must it be P" he gasped, in a voice half choked 
with tears." 

" It must be ; yes, it must be, for Alloa was to fetch me 
when it was best for me to go." 

The old priest made pretence of doing something at the 
other end of the room, in order not to pain his dearly beloved 
by the sight of his uncontrollable grief. 

"Uncle John P" 

" What is it, my child ?" 

" There is yet another favour I would like to ask you— 
the last after so many — may I P" 

"Ask what you will, Felix." 

" I would like to be near you in death ; will you give me 
a place beside Alloa P" 
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For the next few minutes nothing was audible save the 
deep, long-drawn sobs of the priest ; finally he answered in a 
voice half stifled by emotion : 

" So be it ! If we be close together, there will be room 
for me also. 9 ' 

(To be concluded in our next.) 



UNION AMONG TERTIARIES IN THE UNITED 

STATES. 



To the Editor of thb "Tertiary." 

Rev. Father, 

As on the subject of a closer union among the Tertiaries 
you have invited correspondence, I concluded, after some 
hesitation, to offer a few suggestions. In the first place, I 
would not restrict the Union to the English-speaking mem- 
bers of the Third Order. On the contrary, for the purpose 
for which closer relations are desirable, it would be necessary 
to have the Union embrace the Conferences or Congregations 
of every tongue. They all follow the same rule, and, conse- 
quently, are supposed to be animated with the same spirit — 
that of St. Francis. Nevertheless, the movement might first 
take shape among the English-speaking members. 

Then "mutual edification and encouragement" should not 
be the main object that may be obtained in the several 
Conferences, by the faithful observance of the rule on the 
part of the individual members. We must take a higher 
stand, and have a wider object in view. It will be remem- 
bered that our holy Father and Brother Tertiary, Leo XIII., 
in his famous Encyclical of April 20, 1884, speaks of a vast 
and most unscrupulous army which is constantly waging war 
against the Spouse of Christ. It is dominant in most civilized 
countries to the great damage of countless souls; its weapons 
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are different in different parts of the world. In some regions 
it uses brute force ; in others, as in our own, it acts in dis- 
guise ; but everywhere, and at all times, its purpose is the 
same — the destruction of the Church and consequent estrange- 
ment of man from God. At present it has determined, 
almost everywhere, to wrest the child from the influence of 
Mother-Church ; I need not name this relentless foe. Leo 
XIII. has stigmatized the army of Satan, as his predecessors 
had done before ; but the Holy Father knew very well that it 
would not suffice to point out and condemn the enemy ; he 
must marshal an army of his own to check and overcome the 
legions of darkness ; he must have a body of men upon whom 
he can depend at all times, and under all oircumstances. For 
this purpose, his Holiness, in the same Encyclical against the 
Freemasons, selected the Third Order of St. Francis. This 
is a signal honour. Tertiaries are to constitute, as it were, a 
bodyguard for the Pope, ready to defend at all risks, desiring 
neither promotion nor temporal gain, and happy in the thought 
of possessing the confidence of Christ's Vicar on earth. 

How are the plans of the enemy to be defeated P Certainly 
not by a sort of a guerilla warfare, as at present. The Free- 
masons and kindred bodies are all well organized and 
disciplined, have a definite plan, and are unscrupulous about 
their means and weapons. Here we see the necessity of 
union among ourselves, in order to ascertain our strength and 
resources, and even our defects. Oh, for an army of one 
hundred thousand Tertiaries ! such as, according to his own 
minister, Peter de Vineis, caused the ultimate defeat of the 
perfidious enemy of the Pope in Italy, the Emperor 
Frederick II. It seems as if Leo XIII. had those times in 
his mind when he urged the Catholics of the globe to join 
and spread the Third Order of St. Francis in opposition to the 
encroachments of Freemasonry. 

Let a Union then be formed of all the Tertiary Congrega- 
tions How is this to be effected P I would propose that all 
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the Directors of Tertiary Conferences should meet at a place 
designated by some one in authority, and there deliberate on 
the ways and means to be employed. 

Since writing the foregoing, I happened to find the report 
of a Congress of the Third Order, which was held at Naples, 
April 19, 1883, in the Church of Santa Maria Begina, through 
the efforts of Father Louis de Casoria. A great multitude 
met in the church, among them many of the nobility. 
Several bishops were present, and his Eminence Cardinal 
Alimonda made an enthusiastic address on behalf of the Third 
Order. A Congress or convention of delegates from the 
Third Order at some church on the occasion of the four 
hundredth anniversary of the discovery of America by the 
Franciscan Tertiary,* Christopher Columbus, would be a very 
practical beginning. What do Tertiaries think of this matter? 
There are several archbishops and bishops members of the 
Third Order of St. Francis, who, no doubt, would welcome 
such a movement. 

Trusting to see others take up the plan, 

I remain, sincerely yours, 

Esperanza. 



NOTES AND COMMENTS. 



The Irish Martyrs. — The following passage occurs in 
the Lenten Pastoral of his Grace the Archbishop of Dublin : — 
" It will be a source of joy to the faithful to learn that the 
proceedings have been commenced for the canonization of our 
heroic fellow-countrymen who gloriously suffered death for 
•the faith in Ireland in the days of persecution. Those pro- 
ceedings are now in progress before an ecclesiastical tribunal 
of this diocese, duly constituted according to the sacred canons. 
They will have reference to some hundreds of cases, each of 
which must be individually dealt with. From the rigorous 
historical investigations necessary for the establishment of 
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tthe facts of martyrdom, the process must be a prolonged one, 
so that, even in the most favourable circumstances, years 
must elapse before a decision can be come to by the Supreme 
Tribunal of the Holy See. 

" The faithful are earnestly requested to pray to God, 
through the special intercession of our National Apostle, St. 
Patrick, of the patron saints of this diocese, St. Kevin and 
St. Laurence O'Toole, and all of the saints of Ireland, that 
He may be pleased to bless this work, to direct the labours 
of aU who are engaged in it, and to bring it in His own good 
time to a happy issue for His greater glory, and for the 
greater honour of His saints. 

"* William, 
" Archbishop of Dublin, Primate of Ireland. 

« Dublin, 26th February, 1892." 

Without counting groups of greater or less number who 
suffered at the same time and place, there are between 280 
and 300 separate claimants to the honours of the altar. A 
very large proportion of these soldiers of Christ were sons of 
St. Francis. 

* * * * 

A very successful retreat in the Franciscan Church, 
Limerick, conducted by the Very Rev. C. F. Begley, O.S.F., 
Cork, was closed on'Sunday, 21st February. 

* * * ♦ 

St. Andrew's Cathedral, Glasgow. — Father Wulstan* 
O.S.F., concluded a fortnight's retreat on Sunday, 28tb 
February. 

» -» * * 

Corpus Christi, Manchester. — A bazaar in aid of re- 
ducing the debt was opened on 26th February, by the Very 
Hev. Fr. Aidan McCarthy, O.SJF. 

* ■* • ♦ 
American News. — A movement is on foot among the 

people of San Antonio, to erect a beautiful bronze statue on the 
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public square, in honour of that city's patron, St Anthony of 
Padua. It is also intended to publicly express gratitude and 
appreciation of the work accomplished there by the Francis- 
can Fathers, and so manifest the local interest and sympathy 
in the general celebration of the Fourth Centenary of the 
discovery of America. The pedestal will be of granite, and 
will have bronze panels. San Antonio is the seat of a bishop. 
The present head of the diocese is the Eight Rev. J. G. Neraz. 

Within the last year, several new Congregations of the- 
Third Order have been established in northern Ohio. One- 
was founded at Euclid, with 24 members, another at Collin- 
wood, with about 30 members. The Eev. Anthony T. Martin,, 
himself a Tertiary, is in charge of both places. A Third 
Order Conference was also started, and is now in a flourishing 
condition, at Akron, Ohio ; it numbers 50 Tertiaries. Dr. T» 
F. Maher is the spiritual director, and addresses the members 
regularly. 

At the Franciscan Church, Cleveland, two Tertiary Con- 
fraternities have been in a flourishing condition for years. 
The Germans meet on the third Sunday of the month. Their 
director is the Eev. Boniface Depmann, O.S.F. There are 
287 members in this Conference. 

The English-speaking Tertiaries have their meeting on 
the first Sunday of the month under the direction of the Eev. 
Augustine McGlory, O.S.F. At the last meeting, on Feb. 7th, 
forty-two members subscribed to the Tertiary ; 227 members 
belong to this Conference, hence there are at present 514 
Tertiaries connected with the Franciscan Church at Cleveland,. 
Ohio. Since the Third Order was first introduced by the 
Franciscan Fathers, in 1868, 750 men and women received 
the Cord and Scapular of St. Francis. The first candidate 
was the Eev. Alexius Caron. He obtained the holy habit 
March 21st, 1868, at the hands of the Eev. Capistran Zwinge. 
O.S.F., who also received his profession May 25th, 1869. 
Father Caron took the name of Francis. He died 21st Dec., 
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1875. The last candidate is a lady from. St. Patrick's parish. 
Of the remaining 236 not seen now at the meetings, many 
have gone to heaven; others have removed to distant places ; 
a considerable number have joined religious Orders, notably 
the Jesuits, the Sisters of the Holy Cross, the Poor Glares, 
the Franciscan Sisters, the Ursulines and the Sisters of 
Oharity. Some have not persevered. — Esperanza. 

[In the custody of Buffalo, where there are six Franciscan 
-Churches, we are informed there are no less than 7,000 mem- 
bers of the Third Order. The number of members in Chicago 
is reputed to be very large. The editor will be obliged by 
the communication of details referring to the different Con- 
gregations.] 

* • * • 

The Poor Clares of Assisi. — In a former issue we called 
attention to the necessities of this Community with some 
result, though not so great as was desirable. The Sisters 
will have to leave their home, the mother-house of their 
Order, and take refuge in whatever Convents are able to 
provide them with shelter, if the purchase-money of the 
Sanctuary, so long in their care, be not forthcoming. It is 
sad to contemplate what this means. The Sisters will find a 
roof and food, we believe, no matter what sacrifices other 
communities in Italy may have to make, but the Shrine of 
St. Clare will pass into the hands of the Italian Government. 
Anything that can be done to aid them should be undertaken 
at once. 



INDULGENCES OF THE MONTH OF APRIL. 



Plenary. — 1. Every day, the numerous plenary and partial Indul- 
gences of the Stations of the Cross. 
2. Once in the month, numerous plenary and partial Indul- 
gences for saying the six Our Fathers, Hail Marys, &c 
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f of the monthly meeting, a plenary Indulgence 

aembers who hare oonfeaaed, received, yisited the 

and prayed for the Pope. 

day each month, on same condition a. 

of St Benedict a Phil. (3d.) 

Thursday (14th). 

of St Raphael, Archangel (16th), for those who* 

tfesfdon and Communion, renew their profession, 

Easter Sunday (17th) when the Absolution with 

ice will also be given. 

j week ^ay till Maundy Thursday inclusive, 10 

1 10 quarantines. 

ly (3d.) 10 years and 10 quartant. 

lay (10th), 25 years and 25 quarant 

sty and Holy Saturday, 30 years and 30 quarant 

m Easter Monday to Low Sunday inclusive, 30 

L 30 quarant 

3t Mark and the Eogation Days, 30 years and 30 



INTENTIONS. 



9 Med to offer your Holy Communions, prayers r 
works during the month, for the following 

Peace in a family — The cure of nervousness — A number of conver- 
sions—Success of an undertaking — That God may make known Hi» 
Will — The suffering souls in Purgatory — Spread of the Devotion to 
the Holy Pace — Resignation — Perseverance — Spirit of state of life — 
A happy death — Strength in temptation — Temperance — Thanks- 
giving for many graces received — Many other spiritual and temporal 
favours. 
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